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On the Grave-Stone of a BL ACKSMITH, bis 
ried in CHESTER, Cherch- Tard. 


My Sledge and Hammer lie reclin'd; 
My Bellows too have loft their Wind; 
My Fire's extinct, my F orge decay d. 
And i in the Duſt my Vice is laid; 

My Coal is ſpent, my Iron's gone, a 
My Nails are drove, my Work is done; , 
My Fire-dry'd Corpſe lies here at Reſt; en 
My Soul, Smoke: like, is ſoaring to be lea.” 
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On a Monument intended 15 be erefted to Mr. 
Rows, by his Widow. Written before Mr, 
DRvpkx's was ſet up. - By Mr. Ports. 3 


'Th y Reliques, Rowe, to this fair Shrine wetreſh, bf 
And, 97 90 plac'd by 4 i s awful Duſt, 


„ Eb 
Beneath à rude and nameleſs Stone he lies, 
To which thy Tomb ſhall guide enquiring Eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle Shade, and endleſs Reſt, ; 
Bleſs'd in thy Genius, in thy Love too bleſs d; 4 


One grateful Woman to thy Name ſupply d 
What a whole e * to chm Ong d. 


On the late Law H --- v. By the E. f 
. 8 


8 whilſt H. y's Clay was blending, 4 
Uncertain what the thing would end in, 
Whether a Female, or a Male, 

A Pix dropt i in, and turn d the Scale.” 


The Scotch Weatber-W; "Ft 


Scotland, thy. Weather's like a modiſh Wife; 
Thy Finds and Rains maintain perpetual Strife; 
So Termagant, a while, her Thunder hies; 

And when ſhe Can no anger Jeold—he Cries. 


Mumpers Grace. 


While Bunters a e Archbiſhop's Door, 
Accoſted each. other — rt Cheat, Bitch, my Whore. 
I noted the Drabs, and conſidering the Place, 

| Concluded twas plain that they wanted his Gracs. 


Mens. Mul! EBRIS. 


ane to all does kikd Proviſion make, 
And what Men want in Head, they ha ve in Rack. 
Then who can diſapprove the Fair ones Rules, 


Who ul with Mer of Shih and kiſs with Foal 
| | "The 


10 


The TauE HuszanD, By Dean SWIFT, 


As Thomas was eudgell'd one Day by his Wife, 
He took to his Heels, and he ran for his Life: 


Tem's three deareſt Friends came by in the Squabble, | 


And ſcreen'd him at once from the Shrew and the 
Rabble ; 


Then ventur'd to give wa ſome wholeſome Advice, 


But Tom is a Fellow of Humour ſo nice; 


Too youu to take Gay too wiſe'to take Warn 


ing, f 
He fat to all Three a Challenge next Morning ; 
He fought with them all, thrii ce ventur'd his Life, 


Then went Home again, and was 9 * his 
Wite. 


— 


- The Lover's LOA. 
Unhapp) Strephon, dead and cold, 


His t was from his Boſom rent. | 


Embalm'd, and in a Box of Gold, 
To his beloved Kite ſent. +54 
Some Ladies might, perhaps, have fainted, 
But Kit 2 n the Bauble; 
A Pincuſſſion, ſaid the, 1 wanted, 2 
Go, put it on the Dreſiing Table. 


W 


ns OR. 


The Lucky Man. By Mr Werk. 
I owe, ſays Melius, much to Colan's Care; 


Once only ſeen, he choſe me for his Heir: 


True, Melius; hence your Fortunes take their 


5 Riſe, 
His Heir you were not, had he: ſeen. * twice. 
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- SviciDE. 


When all the Blandiſhments of Life are gone, — 
The Coward creeps to Death, the me lives on. 


| On a handſome Woman, with a Vs 2 aice, 
but Proud and covetous. | 


80 bright i 1s thy Beauty, ſo charmin g thy Son 
As had drawn both the Beaſts —— their EE. 


along; 
But ſuch 1s thy Avacice,: ſuch 1s thy Pride, 


| That the Beaſts muſt have fart d. and the Poet have 
4 | 


On 4 Papiſt's praying to the Statue oy 4 Saint. 
0 From BUCHANAN. 


When you before an Image kneeling down, . 
Cry, with grave Face, Our Father, to the Stone; 
Forgive me if I ſay you ſeem to me, 
More ſenſeleſs than the Thing to which you oy 
As you yourſelf by this Expreſſion own, 
For * SA Blok whoſe Father is a- Stone. 


BAN“ s Age. 


Tr by her Hairs Ba/bina's Age be told, 
Tis ſoon ea bs; that he 4 is three Years old. 


Ferrirhe on an besen Perſon. 
Without a Name, for ever ſenſeleſs,” dumb, 


* 
; 
E — 


c. 1 nought * lies within this Tod. 


1 | 
492 WH 
Where-e're I liv a, or dy'd, it matters not; 
To whom related, or by whom begot; 


J was, hut am not, aſk no more of me: 
It's all I am, and all that thou ſhall be. 


Ona certain Poet. 


Thy Verſes are eternal, O my Friend, 
For js who reads them, reads them to no End. 


Wrote on the Door of the Ax o Inv, in the. 


Road to Newmarket, which was kept. by 


two Siſters, but then ſhut. 4p, 2 the. 1 


taten away, 


CnxisTIAR and Gg Ac 
Liv'd in this Place, 5 
An Angel kept the Door; 
But CnK1sTian's dead, - 
The Angel's fled, | 
And GRACE is turn d a Whore: 


An a on Stevan a Baur, is 
Suffolk. | 


S1ephen and Time are now both even, 
Stephen beat Time, now Time beats Stephen. 


An 83 Jonx. 


Here lies John, who in few Words 

Kill'd himſelf with eating of Curds; 

Had he been rul'd by Mary his Wife. 

He might have liv'd all the Days of his Life. 


B 3 Erirarz 
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EprrAPEH an bis Wiſe. 


Here Les my poor Wife without Bed or Blanket, 
But dead as any. Poor- nail, G—d be thanked. 


On an old Maid's Marriage. 


Celia, a Coquet in her Mind, 
Il)hbhe vaineſt Thing alive; 
Baehold the ſtrange Effects of Time, | 
+. - Marries and doats at Forty-five. 
Thus Weather--cocks,. which for a while 

__ Have turn d about with ev'ry Blaſt; 
' Grown old, and deſtitute of Ol, 

Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 4 


The PENANCE: 


When Ppbillis confeſs'd, her Father was raſh, | 
" And-fo, without farther Reflexion, 3 
Her delicate Skin he condemn'd to the Laſh, 
While himſelf would beftow the Correction. ; 
Her Huſband, who heard this, oppos'd it by urging, 
That he, in regard to her Weakneſs, ; 
And to ſave her ſoft Back, wou'd himſelf bear the 
ſcourging, 3 
With humble Submiſſion and Meekneſs. 
She piouſſy cry d, when the Prieſt gave Accord, 
To ſhew what Devotion was in her. 
He's able and luſty pray cheat not the Lord, 
For alas! Em a very great Sinner. 


R 4 EW, Pinu'd 


* 


LY 6 l 
| n 


. 
Pini d to a Sheet, in which.a Woman ſtoad to 
do Penance in the Church, | 


Here ſtand I, for Whores as great 
To caſt a ſcornful Eye on; 

Shou'd each Whore be doom'd a Sheet, 
You'd ſoon want one to lie on. 


On an old I. oman with falſe Hair. 


The Tan Hair that Galla wears, 
Is hers: Who would have though it! 
She ſwears *tis hers;—and true ſhe ſwears, 
For I know where ſhe bought it. 


— 


On another Old Woman. © 


From her own native France,. as old Aliſon paſt, 
She reproach'd Ezg/i/þ Nell, with Neglect or with 


alice. 


That the Slattern had left in the Hurry and Haſte, 
Her Lady's Complexion and Eye-brows-at Calais. 


On a beautiful and ingenious Young Lady.” 


Minerva, one Day, pray let no body doubt it, 


Rid an Airing from Oxford fix Miles. or about it, 


When ſhe ſpy*d a young Damſel ſo blooming and 


fair, 


That, ah Venus, ſhe ery'd, is your Ladyſhip there? 


Pray is not yon Oxford? and lately you ſware, 
Neither you, not ought like you, ſhou'd ever come 


55 Do. 
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6 
Do you thus keep your Promiſe? And am I defy d? 
The Virgin drew near her, and, ſmiling, reply d, 


| —My Goddeſs! What have you your Pupil forgot? 
our Pardon, my Dear,—Is it you: Molly Scot & 


On an ugly 2 Moman in the Dark. 


Whilkt i in the Dark on thy ſoft Hand I hung, 

And heard the tempting Syren in thy Tongue, | 
What Flames, what Darts, what Anguiſh. cata x 
But when the Candle enter d, I was cur'd. 


! 
On JoLlla's throwing a Snowball. 


Julia, young, wanton, flung the gather Snow, 
Nor fear'd 1 burning from the wat' ry Blow, 
*Ts cold, I cryd, but ah! too ſoon I found, 
Sent by that Hand, it dealt a ſcorching Wound.. 
Reſiſtleſs Fair! We fly thy Pow'r in vain, 

Who turn ſt to fiery Darts the frozen Rain. 


9 9 9 loror.- ur Mr. Concreve. 


When Leſbia firſt I ſaw fo 8 fair, 5 
With Eyes ſo bright, and with that awful Air, 
I thought my Heart, which durſt fo high aipire, 
As bold as his, who ſnatch'd celeſtial Fire; 

But ſoon as e er the beauteous Idiot fpoke, - 
Forth from her coral Lips ſuch Folly broke, 
Like Balm the trickling Nonſenſe heal d my Tous: 
aud what her Eyes enthrall'd, * 7 argue unbound. 


— 


O. 


ö 1 
' On WIDLIO cx. 


In Marriage are two happy Days allow'd, 

A Wife in Wedding Sheets, and in a Shroud; 
How can a Marriage State then be accurs dc. 
Since the laſt Day's as happy as the firſt; << 


Solid Worth in a Wizz. 


When Lowele/s marry'd Lady Fenny, 
Whoſe Beauty was the ready Pemy- 
I choſe her, ſays he, like old Plate, 
Not for the Faſhion,. but the Weight. 


The Maid's Labour. By Mr. PRiox. 


Ten Months after Florimel happen'd to wed, - 
And was brought in a Iaudable Manner to Bed, 
She warbled her Groans with fo charming a Voice, 
That _ half of the Pariſh was ſtunn'd with her 
Noiſe. 
But when Florimel choſe to lie privately in, 
ra before ſhe and her Spouſe were 
a · kin, 4 | 
She choſe with ſuch Prudence her Pangs to conceal, 
That her Nurſe,” nay her Midwife, ſcarce heard her 
once ſqueal. | 4 
. Huſbands, from hence, for the Peace of your 
5 1ves, | | 
That Maids make not half ſach a Tumult as Wives, 


1 0 


4 


122 f 
A Caſe for the Crvitians, 


Notes went, he thou ght, to Styler's Wife to Bed, 
Nor knew his own was lain there in nn 
Civilians, is the Child he then begot, 

- To be allow'd Wu, or not? 


ManxinD tas." 


The Crimes of Men began to grow ſo great, 
That how to puniſh juſily, puzzled Fate ; 
Heav'n ſigh'd at laſt, that to his Sons fo dear 


A Puniſhment's deere and ſo ſevere: 


Go, ſays eternal juſtice, Hell-Hounds, go, 
And execute my 1 Commands below; 
Fix your rapacious Claws on ev ry Door, 
Deſpoil the Rich, and poorer make the Poor, 
Pity not Age, add to his Weight of Vears, 
And fill the wretched Widow's Eyes with Tears; 


Diſturb their Sleep, and poiſon every Diſh, 


Nor let them taſte, without a Doubt a Wiſh. 
The Judge Supreme, who each Effect foreſaw, 
Cry'd Havech, and let logſe the Dogs of Law. 


Wrote on a Glaſs with the E. of Cheſterfield's- 
| Diamond Pencil. By Mr Mr. Por E. 


Accept a Miracle inflead of Wit, 
4 too dull Lines by e s Pencil writ... 


On an antient Lady who painted. By Liu. | 
q Mooks- SMITH. | | 


Coſmelia' s Charms inſpire my Lays, 
Who, fair in Nature 5 * 


E 
Blooms in the Winter of her Days, 
Like Glaftonbury Thorn. 
Co/melia, cruel at Threeſcore; 3:14 
Like Bards in murd'ring Plays, 
Four Acts of Life paſs guiltleſs o re, 
But in the Fifth the ſlays. 
If e'er impatient of the Bliſs, 
Into her Arms I fall, 
The plaiſter'd Fair returns the Kiſs, 
Like Thifde through a Wall. 


The Wipow's real Miction. 


Doris, a Widow, paſt her Prime. 

Her Spouſe long dead, her Wailing doubles; 
Her real Griefs increaſe by Time, > 
And what abates, improves her Troubles. 
Thoſe Pangs her prudent Hopes ſuppreſs'd, 

Impatient now ſhe cannot ſmother; 

How ſhou'd the helpleſs Woman reſt? ' 

One's gone, — nor can ſhe get another. 


The Cuctold's Complaint. By Mr. WEI em. 
Cernus proclaims aloud his Wife's a Whore, | 
Alas! good Cormus what can we do more? | 
Wert thou no Cuckold, we might make thee one; 
But being one, we cannot make thee none. 


On a Lady who died ſoon after ber Marriage. 
By Lady MARY W --- S + 


Hail, happy Bride! for thou art truely bleſs d, 
Three Months of Rapture crown'd with endleſs Ref; 
Merit, like yours, was Heav ns peculiar Care, | 
You loy'd, yet taſted Happineſs ſincere. 1. 

0 


Something they feel, yet can't explain 


Fa 
1 2 7 


To you the Sweets of Love were only ſhewn, 
The ſure ſucceeding bitter Dregs unknown 
You had not yet the fatal Change deplor'd, 
The tender Lover for th* imperious Lord; b 
Nor felt the Pangs that jealous Fondneſs brings, 1 
Nor wept the Coldneſs from Poſſeſſion ſprings: 
Above your Sex diftinguiſh'd in your Fate; 
You truſted—yet experienc'd no Traded 
Soft were your Hours, and wing'd with Pleaſures flew, 
No vain Repentance gave a Sigh to you; 

And if ſuperior Bliſs Heav'n can beſtow, 
With Fellow Angels you enjoy it now. 


 TroMas's Courtſhip. 


Thomas in H. g-Dutch once did court a Wench, 
And to his Coſt, ſhe anſwer'd him in French. 


Woman. By Mr. FARQUAR. 


Nature's chief Gifts unequally are carv'd,  , 

They ſurfeit ſome, while many more are ſtarv'd; 
Her Bread, her Wine, her Gold, and what before | 
Was common Good, is now a private Store: 
Nothing that's Good we have among us common, 
But all enjoy that common Il—a Tomas. A 


J 


pon Something. 175 rote: WR the Pilture of 
Daennis and Curox. 


Thus blooming Youth in rip? ning e 

Juſt as this amorous Boy appears, 

And as this Girl the Fair Ones prove 

In Vears juſt op'ning into Love: 

This Something made of Joy and Pain. 
e . Something 


„ 
Something they want, yet know not what, 
Or how this Something's to be got; 
Abſent they pine, yet when they meet, 
They ſtill find Something incomplete; 
By little Toys he'd fain attain 
This Something to aſſwage his Pain; 

As Tain wou'd the this Something grant, 
Did either know what Something meant; 
Unknown this Something, here's the Taſk, 
How ſhe ſhould grant, or he ſhould af. 


# 


TRur told at Iafs. 


Says Collin in Rage, contradicting his Wife, 

«« You never yet told me one Truth in your Life.“ 
Vex'd Fanny no Way could his Theſis allow; Fe 
You're a Cuckold, ſays the, do I tell you Truth now? 


ADRIAN'S Soliloquy to his Soul on bis Death- + 


bed. By Mr. PRIOR. 

Poor, little, pretty, fluttering Thing, 

Muſt we no longer live together? 
And doſt thou prune thy trembling Wing, 

To take thy Flight thou know'it not whither? 
Thy hum'rous Vein, thy pleaſing Folly, 

Lie all neglected, all forgot; | 
Ard penſive, wav'ring, melancholy, 8 

Thou dread'ſt and hop'ſt thou know'ſt not what. 


A Declaration of Lovs.. 
You I love, nor think I joke, 
More than Ivy does the Oak; v2 
47 O More 
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More than Fiſhes do the F loods; Y 


More than Savage Beaſts the Woods; 
More than Merchants do their Gain; 
More than Miſers to complain; ; | > 
More than Widows do their Weeds; 
More than Friars do their Beads; 

More than Cynthia to be prais'd; 

More than Courtiers to be rais'd; - 
More than Brides the Wedding Night; 
More than Soldiers do a F ight; 

More than Lawyers do the Ear; 

More than Prentice Boys a Fair; 

More than 'Topers t'other Bottle; 
More than Women Tittle-tattle ; 


More than Rakes a willing Lady; I: 
More than Nancy does her Babyz 


More than Jaylors do a Fee; 
More than all Things I love thee. | 


The Nunscvt. 


| You heat your Pate, and fancy Wit will come, 


Hom as you pleaſe, I. s Nobody at Home. 


| Cured $ 6 By Mr. Wa. 


Chloe now marry'd, looks on Man no more, 
Why then 'tis plain for what ſhe look d beſore. 


Faſt and Looſe. 


Collin was marry'd in all Haſte, 

And now to rack doth run; 

By knitting of himſelf too faſt, 
"Ho hath himſelf undone. 


| nn * 
1 ' ; 


IF 


The Prous No 3 


June a young Bantling having had,, 
Led Life auſtere, ſeem'd very ſad; | 
Wh Iſt her gay Siſter Nuns and Mates 
Were ever peeping at the Grates. 

The Abbeſs to her Daughters ſaid, 

In a grave Speech, which ſhe had made; 
Lead, Daughters, lead the Life of Jane; 
Fly, fly the World, and all Things vain: 
To which they anſwer'd in this Strain: 
Pious as Jane we all will be, 

When we have done as much as ſhe. 


Found among Mr. Pop Rs Papers in bis 
Hand writing. 


arg „* his Praiſe when Sour berne wrote, 
Firft ſtruck out this, and then that Thought; . 
Said this was Flatt'ry, that a Fau't; 
How ſhall your Bard contri ve? 
My Lord, confider what you do, 
He'll loſe his Pains and Verſes too; 
For if their Praiſes fit not you, 
They'll fit no Man alive. 


Fi he Lover cool. 


As Cælia by a River paſt, - * | 

Where Silver Streams did glide, . < 

Her Shadow ſuch a Splendor caſt, 

As taught her Scorn and Pride. | 
Damon at Diſtance views the F air, | 
Kneels ſuppliant for a Kiſs,  - 

While ſhe with ſcornful haughty . 
Donny the little R 1 
1 


— 


| 1 


Damon would not Denial take, 
His love- ſick Fever ſtung him; 
Begone, ſaid ſhe, and in her Rage, 
She in the River Flung him, 
She arm'd with Pride, he weak with Love, 
By Cele was fool'd; | 


How he got out. I never heard, 
But all his Love was cool d. 


A WELCHMAN's PEDIGREE. 


9: Tell me, Sir Taff, pray tell me if you can, 
How = your noble Pedigree began? 
a ds. x 


A My from Eacls, and Dukes, and Kings 
An antient Line, that but with Noah ends. | 
9. Suppoſe I aſł d your bearded Goat the ſame, 
And he could give each Anceſtor his Name; 
Say, where would he his firſt Great Grandfire ma, 
4 I muſt confeſs twould be in Noah's Ark. © 


The Wir for me. 


If Marriage gives a Happineſs to Life, 
Such muſt the Woman be, who'll be my Wife. 
Beauteous as. Height of Fancy can expreſs, 

Meek in her Nature, cleanly in her Dreſs; 

Wiſe without Pride, and pleaſing without Art, 
With chearful Aſpect and with honeſt Heart; 
To ſooth my Cares, moſt high, moſt ſweet her Song. 
To blame my Faults, moſt low, moſt kind her 
| Tongue. 3 in 

In looſer Hours, in Hours more dull ſtill dear, 

A gay Companion, and a Friend ſincere; 
. 4 ; | 


Fond 


— 1 


„ 

Fond without Folly; ſprightly, yet be ſage, 

And as in Youth, may ſeem the ſame in Age. 
Ye Pow'rs above, if ſuch a Woman be, 

Such could ye make, that Woman g ve to me; 

She as a Wife muſt pleaſe, and ſhe alone, 

O give me ſuch a Wife or. give me none. 


i Ee. a. wb 


nn EpIT APH on FANNY. 


Here Fanny hes interr d: ah! why, 
Ye Gods was Fanny born to die? 
A Female Fanny was, tis true, 
But yet no female Arts the knew ;; 
No Viſits ſhe receiv'd, or paid, 
Nor ever ſtroll d to Maſquerade; _ 
Court, Opera, Park, and Play, and Ball 
The Pradent Fanny ſcorn'd them all. 

All thoſe who knew her, muſt confeſs, 
She never took a Pride in Dreſs; 
For one brown Garment, coarſe and plain, 
(A Fence againſt the Cold and Rain) 
Was all the Cloaths poor Fanny wore, - 
Who never waſh'd, or thought of more. 

Void of all anxious Care and Strife, 
She paſt at Eaſe a Country Life: | 
A Virgin to her dying Day; 
Was ever chearful, ever gay; 
And ſuch an even Temper kept, 
She never laugh'd, nor ever wept; 
So little giv'n.to offend, . 
She got no Foe, nor loſt no Friend; 
Nay, tho' a Female (matter rare!) 
Was prais'd and honour'd by the Fair, 
Then, Reader, if thou haſt a Tear, 
I pr ythee ſtay, and dropt it here: 

| C 3 
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Bat leſt thy Eyes too faſt ſhould low, 3 
Methinks tis fair to let thee know, 8 
'Tho' Fanny true, is dead and gone, 
Poor Fanny was a harmleſs Fawn. 
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"RETIREMENT, an ODE. By a young Lady. 


T envy not the Proud, their Wealth, 
Their Equipage and State: 

Give me but Innocence and Health, 
I aſk not to be great. 


I, in this ſweet Retirement, feel 
A Jr unknown to Kings; 

For Scepters, to a virtuous Mind, 
Seem vain and empty Things. 


Great Cincixnatus, at his Plow, 


With brighter Luftre ſhone, 
Than guilty Cæſar e er cou d do, 
Tho' ſeated on a Throne. 


Tumultuous Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 


Ambition ever knows; 


A Stranger to the calm Delights 


Of Study and Repoſe. 


Then free from Envy, Care, and Strife, 


Permit me, heav'nly Powers, 
To paſs a pure unblemiſh'd Life, 
And crown with Peace my Hours, 


* 


Vesses 


VERSES to 2 young Lady, occaſion d by her 


 Name's being wrote with a Diamond on a 
Glaſs full of Wine. 5 


Unblemiſh'd as the Diamond may'ſt thou ſhine, 

Smooth as the Glaſs, and ſparkling as the Wine: 

Thy Honour free, avoiding ſtill Offence, . 

May Art thy Wit, and Age improve thy Senſe: 

Yet ſhould the Graces o'er thy Perſon reign, 

More ſoft than Painters touch, or Poets feign: 

Should all the Powers of Love thy Motions wait, 

Paint ev'ry Grace, and finiſh ev ry Frait;. 

Let Judgment weigh, not Fancy rate thy Charms, 

And Virtue cool the Youth.thy Beauty warms: 

The Paſſion's loſt, where Fancy guides the Choice, 

Midſt ſtormy Raptures, and tumultuous Joys, 

Wrecks in a fatal Whirl of looſe Deſires, 

And all the Lower in the Spoy/e expires. 

Thou, to a juſt Eſteem thy Beauties owe, 

To Merit grateful, but deſpiſing Show: 

Gay. without Lightneſs, grave without Diſtaſte: 

Fa r without Pride, and without Coldneſs chaſte. 

Thus when the Bloom that teints each Feature, pines, 

And all that Harmony of Shape declines, 

More Charms than Time reſumes thine Age ſhall 
boaſt, | ; 2k 

And the ii Friend, ſucceed the youthful Toaf, 


A Dog of a Loves. 


Sure ne'er was a Dog ſo wretched as I, 
Whoſe Reſt is for ever prevented, 
Em neither at Peace when Aurelia looks coy, 
Nor when ſhe looks 4ind am contented, 2 
er 
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Her Frowns give a Pain I'm unable to bear, 
The Thoughts of them ſet me a trembling 
„Her Smiles give no Joy, ſince I plaguily fear, 
| They can be no more but diſſembl ng. 


Then pr'ythee, my Deareſt, conſent and be kind, 
| Put an End to this troubleſome Wooing; 
For I ſee I ſhall ne'er be at Peace in my Mind, 
; Till once you and I have been doing. 


Let your poor Dog no longer with Juſtice complain, 
| Of Uſage that's hard above Meaſure ; 
But ſince he has taſted ſo much of Love's Pain, 
Pr'ythee fling him a Bit of his Pleaſure. 


| The CONTRASTE.. 


We doat on Syl/#*s roſy Cheek, 
Her Lilly Hand, and ſnowy Neck: 
Izheſe Epithets are true; 
With Roſes may the Nymph compare 
As ſweet, as lovely, and as fair, 
But O! as fleeting too. 


She ſtudies nothing hut her Charms, 
Vers'd in the Pow rs of Beauty's Arms, 
Alone depends on theſe: 
When theſe, as ſoon they will, ſhall fade, 
To all that's lovely Sy{wia's dead; 
And Love of Courſe muſt ceaſe. 


But ſee the ſprighly Mira riſe: 
s Good Nature ſparkling in her Eyes; 
How eaſy is her Mien !. | 
Still from her Tongue found Reaſon flows, 
And not inelegantly ſhews, | | 
The Treaſure.-lodg'd within... Ee, 
1628 32 Tho“ 
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Tho' Time may whet his iron Teeth, 
And Sickneſs ſhed his banefal Breath, 
Theſe cannot Mira harm: 
Her's are the Beauties of the Mind, 
Beauties that no Decay can find, 
But ſpite of Fate muſt charm. 


A Scotch SONG. 


Sweet Annie, fra the Sea-beach came, 
Where Jockey ſpeel'd the Veſſel Side, 
Ah, wha can keep her Heart at hame, - 
When Jockey's toſs d aboon-the Tide? 
Far aff till diſtant Realms he gangs, 
But I'ſe be true, as he has Fin; : 
And when ilk Laſs around him thrangs, 
He Il think on Annie's faithful teen. 


Our weelthy Laird I met yeſtreen, . 
With Gowd in Hand he tempted me; 
He prais d my Brow, my rowan Een, 
And make a Brag of what he'd gie. 

What tho' my Jockey's far away, 


Blaw'd up and down the aweſome Main, 


I'ſe keep my Heart anither Day, 
Syne Jockey may return again. 


Nae mair, fauſe Jamy, fing nae mair, 
And fairly caſt your Pipe away, 

Thy Jockey wud be troubled ſair 
To ſee his Freen his Loo betray. 

Yer Sangs and a yer Verſe be vain, 


While Jockey's Notes doth faithful flow; 


To him my Heart ſal tru remain, 
lie keep it for my conſtant Jo. 


Blaw faſt, ye Gales, round Jockey's Head, 


And yar the Waves be cawm and ſtill: 


His 


was — — — — 


F 
His hameward Sails with Breezes ſpeede, 
And dinna a' my Pleaſures ſpill; 
Tho' full o'er lang will be his Stay, 
Yet then he'll braw in Siller ſhine, 
I'ſe keep my Heart anither Day, * 
Syne Jockey will again be mine. 


1 
5 — . — 


Love and Erimdbip. 4 Souo. 


As pleaſing as Shades to the wayfaring Swain, > 
When the Ardor of Phæbus has clear'd the ſcorch'd 
- 5% | - . | 
As Groves to the Linnet, and Thyme to the Bee; 
So welcome, my fair one, ſo welcome to me. 


Whom Love has united, not Tyrants can part; 0 

Nor can Time e'er efface what's engrav'd on the 
A | 
Remembrance furvives, when all Rapture is paſt, _ 
For Friendſhip's a Flame that burns bright at the laſt. 


It chears our fad Hours, and it heightens our Joy, 
This no Whims can abate, nor can Faſhion deſtroy; 
While Beauty alone on teo fickle a Wing,. 

Like the faireſt of Bloſſoms, oft dies in the Spring. 


A Paropy on the Speech of to be, or not to 
| be, in Hamlet. 


To write, or not to write? that is the Queſtion. 
Whether tis better with a Pen to ſcribble 
The Fl ghts and Fancies of outragious Nonſenſe, 
Or to lay down the Quill, and ceaſe to trouble 

The Patience of the World? To write, to ſcrawl, 
And by that Scrawl to ſay we utter all, h | 
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The horrid Stuff! The thouſand foolich Whimſies 
Lab'ring in th Brain, tis a Deliverance 

Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To write to ſcraw!, — 

To ſcrawl? Perchance to blot; ay, there's the Rub 
For, on a ſtrict Review, what Blots may come 
When we have ſcribbled all the Paper o'er, 

Muſt give us Pauſe; there's the Reſpet © 
That ſtops the weak preſumptuous Hand of Fools. 
For who would bear the Sneers and Scorns of Wit, 
The Critic's Laugh, the learned Pedant's Railing, 
The Spurns and Inſolence of Common Senſe, 

The Jokes of Humour, and the Repartee, 

Wien he himfelf might his Quietus make 

With mere blank Paper? Who would Hiſſes hear? 
Or groan and ſweat at Sound of Catcalls Squeak ? 
But that the Itch of Writing for the Stage 

(Where Garric#, with inimitable. Charm 

Of graceful Action moves) puzzles the Will, 

And makes us rather riſque all Ridicule, 

Than ſhun the Muſes, and forbear to rhime. 
Ambition thus makes Aſſes of us all; | b 
And thus each empty Fellow, void of Genius, > 
Is tempted to imagine he's a Poet; 38 4 45.) 
And Petit Maitres, of great Skill in drefling, 

Ev'n from the fav'rite Mirrôr turn away, | 

To gain the Name of Author, 


A SONG. 


When I was a Maiden of Twenty, 

And my Charms and my Lovers were Plenty, 
Ah! why did IL ever ſay no? 

Now the Swains, tho? I court em, all fly me, 

I figh, but no Lover comes nigh me, 

Ye Virgins be warn'd by my Woe, 

Ah why did I ever fay no? $f 
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Pzccy outdone, A Sox. 
Tho' Peggy's Charms ſo bright appear, 
And tho' ſhe's form'd divinely fair, 
She cannot with thoſe Charms compare, 
That ſhine in lovely Chloe. 
Bards who the tuneful Lyre could hit. 
To ſound the fair One's {parkling Wit, 
All other Themes muſt ſoon forget, 
When once they ſee my Chloe. 


The Radiance of the riſing Sun, 
When he his gayeſt Robes puts on, 
Is not ſo charming all muſt own, 
As is the lovely Chloe. 
And Peggy in her beſt array'd, 
With Art and Nature's kindeft Aid, 
Wou'd find her brighteſt Beauties fade, 
At Sight of lovely Chloe. | 


No fragrant Roſe in all its Bloom, 
Or Vi'lets with their rich Perfume, 
Or Lilies ever did preſume, 

To vie with lovely Chloe; 
And all the Sweets that Nature ſent, 
(Believe me 'tis no Compliment) 

— Muſt now reſign and be content 
- To be outdone by Chloe. 


Should the ſeek out the lonely- Grot, 
Or wander to the Woods remote, 
There would I leave no Place unſought, \ 
To find my lovely Chloe; 
And then for ever I ſecure, 
Could ſpend with her my lateſt Hour, 
Nor would I wiſh or aſk for more, 
Than to be bleſs'd with Chloe. 


he 


„ 
The Sun ſhall ceaſe to beam his Light, 
The Moon forget to ſhine by Night, 
And Envy ſhall forget her Spite, | 
Fer Pl forget my Chloe; 


And when old hoary Time ſhall pred 


His Silver Trophies o'er my Head, 
And ſend me to the filent Shade, 
Dying I'II love my Chloe. 


The LoveRs Game at Cards. 1 


My Love and I for Kiſſes play'd; 
She wou'd keep Stakes, I was content; 
But when I won ſhe would be paid, 
Which made me aſk her what ſhe meant, 


Nay, ſince, ſaid ſhe, I ſee your wrangling Vein, 
Take you your Kiſſes, and I'll take mine again, 


The Progreſs of Loves. 


Nature when ſhe form'd a Man, 
Gave a Soul for Love deſign'd; 
Love with Life at firſt began, 
And poſſeſs'd his infant Mind. 


When upon the Breaſt he lay, 
Love began to grow within; 

With his Milk, he ev'ry Day, 
Suck'd the ſoothing Paſſion in. 


Firſt a feeble Spark, it glow'd, 


Glow'd and brighter till became id 


Beauty Fuel ſoon beſtow'd, | 


Youth increas'd it to a Flame, 


Till by Age and Weakneſs worn, 
Half extinguiſh'd it ſhall lie; 

Thus was ev'ry Mortal born, 
Once to love, and once 1 die, 
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Lvcy and Ota 


Of Leinſter fam'd for Maidens fair, 
Bright Luc was the Grace, 

Nor e er did Lih's limpid Stream 
Reflect ſo fair a Face; 

Till luckleſs Love, and pining Cate, 
Impair'd her roſy Hue, N 

Her coral Lips, and damaſk Cheeks, 
And Eyes of gloſſy Hue. 


Q have you ſeen a Lily pale, 
When beating Rains deſcend! 

So droopt the ſlow conſuming Maid, 
Her Life now near its En | 

By Lucy warn'd of flattering Swains, 
Take heed ye eaſy Fair: 

Of Vorgance due to broken Vows, 
Ye perjur'd Swains beware. 


Three Times all in the Dead of Night, 
A Bell was heard to ring; 

And ſhrieking at her Window thrice, 
The Raven flapp'd his Wing. 

Too well the love- ſick Maiden knew, 
The ſolemn boding Sound, 

And thus, in dying Words, beſpoke 
The Virgins weeping round. 


hear a Voice you cannot hear, 
Which ſays, I muſt not ſtay; 
I ſee a Hand you cannot ſee, 


Which beckons me away. 

By a falſe Heart, and broken Vows, 
In early Youth I die: 

Am I to blame, becauſe his Bride 
Is thrice ſo rich as 1? 


L 39 ] 


Ak! Colin give not her thy Vows, 
Vows due to me alone,; 

Nor thou, fond Maid, receive his Ss. 
Nor think him all thy Wan. 

To-morrow in the Church ta wed, 
Impatient both prepare; 

But know fond Maid, and know falſe _ 
That Lucy will be there. 


There bear my Corſe, ye Comrades Jear, 
The Bridegroom blithe to meet: 

He in his Wedding Trim ſo gay, 
I in my Winding Sheet. \ 

She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd, her Corſe-was borne 
The Bridegroom blithe to meet; 

He in his Wedding Trim fo gay, 


She in her Winding Sheet. 


Then what were perjurd Colin's Thoughts? 


How were thoſe Nuptials kept? 

The Bridemen flock'd round Lucy dead. 
And all the Village wept; - 

Compaſſion, Shame, Remorſe, Deſpair, 
At once his Boſom ſwell; 

The Damps of Death bedew'd his Brow; 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


From the vain Bride (a a Bride no more!) 
'The varying Crimſon fled; 

When ſtretch'd before her Rival's Corſe, - 
She ſaw her Huſband dead. 

He to his Lucy's new-made Grave, 
Convey'd by trembling Swains, 

One Mould with her beneath one Sod, - 
For ever now remains. 


Oft at his Grave the conſtant Hind, - 
And plighted Maid are ſeen, 
D 2 
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With Garlands gay, and true- love Knots, 
They deck the ſacred Green. 


But Swain forfworn, who e'er thou art, 


This hallowed Spot forbear ; | 
Remember Colin's dreadful Fate, Sf 
And fear to meet him there. 


The Knighthood of Sir Loix. 


As once, returning from the Chace, 


The Second Charles, the merry King, 
The Glories of whoſe ſacred Race 
The Maſe ſhall ever love to ſing. 


Now wearied with the Sport he lov'd, 


And faint with Toil, and faint with Heat, 
Dejected look'd, and flowly mov'd, 


And long'd to reſt, and long'd to eat. 


\. Sudden before his wondring Eyes 


A Banquet unexpected ſtood; | 
The Monarch gaz d with glad Surprize 


And gan to taſte the welcome Food. 


Proud of his lov'd, his Royal Gueſt, 


The noble Hoſt a gallant Lord, 


| = With various Dainties grac'd his Feaſt, 


And gay Profuſion crown'd the Board. 


But high above the reſt appear'd 

The hungry Briton's old Relief, 
Its mighty Bult exalting rear d 

The yet unhonour'd Loin of Beef. 


With raviſh'd Eye the King beheld, 


Eat as he ne er had eat before; 
Too ſoon the Rage of Hunger quell'd, 


And griev d that he could eat no more. . 


n 


ta] 
But ſoon, with mighty 3 y. 

Such as alone from Beef could ſpring, 
The mighty Pleaſure to repay, 
Aloud proclaim'd th' enraptur'd king: 


Be thou for ever lov'd; and great, 
As my Delight, be thy juſt Fame; 
Thy Praiſes ev'ry Tongue repeat, 
And Sir eternal grace thy Name. 


He ſaid, and drew the Royal Sword... 
The applauding Croud uproſe around, 
Sir Loix, with Acclamation roar'd, . 
And diſtant Echoes catch the Sound. 


RHEIN OLISH's Complaint, for the ſe of : 
his ſweetly beloved LyYSHWYN. To Miſs: 
----0n her Marriage. 


A Welch BALLAD. 


Mine Ly/bavin, no longer mine! 
Sighs on her Wedding Billow, 

Makes red with Tears, — once bright Eyne,.. 
And crowns her Head with Willow; 

The looby Lout her lawful Mon, 
O why wou'd Parents force her 

A' the long Day, ſhe glouts upon, . 
And a' the Nights moroſer. 

And yet hur Vows ye Powr's above! 
An ſweatz hur cannot bear it; 

For, O alack! fo great s hur Love, 3 
Hur Heart the Thought doth tear it; i; 80 

Wou'd to Saint Dawvid.a' the Land, 1 
A”. Britons hold in common. 

Were hurs, hur giv't in Saunter's Hand, 
To buy this once dear Woman, | 
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Mine own dear Woman once ſhe was, 
And yet the vows ſhe loves me; 
She hugs and kiſſes me no leſs, 
To Tears hur Kindneſs moves me; 
For, O ſince all hur Hopes are gone, 
Such Kindneſs but torments hur; 5 
For hur would die, or grieve alone, 
And both hur Love prevents hur. 
Thus when mine ympkin's loving Whelp, 
Hur own dear faithful Shocky, 
Hur Lord had took; for, who cou'd help? 
Juſt like her Love anlucky. | 
So pin'd her Pup, ſo hates hur all, 
So lov d her Simplin ſtronger; 
But what, alas! cou'd Love avail, 
Twas Simpkin's Deg no longer. 


The BATCHELOR's Wire. 


Fair I'd have bi as the Morning. 
Woo'd by Thouſands, Thouſands ſcorning: 
- Bree from Pride, from Paſſion free, | 
Humours, Cenſure, Jealouſy; 
Of a Temper entertaining; 
Nor too ſanguine, nor complaining; 
With a Breaſt, like mine, all burning. 
Love accepting, and returning; 
Faithful, gen rous of Degree, | 
Always loving none—but me! 25 TRA 
If the Gods ſhould thus careſs me, 
And with ſuch a Lady bleſs me, 
O] the ſweet-compleat Fruition! 
Grant me, Love, but this Petitiong - 
I implore no other Grace, „ 


Let her be of 's Race, 
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The Lover to the WIA. 


Go, thou gentle whiſp'ring Wind, 
Bear this Sigh, and if thou find 
Where my crael Fair doth reſt, 
Calt it in her ſnowy Breaſt: 
So inflam'd by my Deſire, 
It may ſet her Heart on Fire. 

Thoſe ſweet Kiſſes thou ſhalt gain, 
Will reward thee for thy Pain; 
Boldly light upon her Lip, | 
'Thence ſnatch Odours and thence ſkip - 
To her Boſom: Laftly fall 
Down, and wander over all: 
Range about thoſe iv ry Hills, 
Whence from ev'ry Part diſtils 
On her Dew, there Spices grow, 
There pure Streams of Nectar flow; AR 
There perfume thyſelf, and bring „ ä 
All thoſe Sweets upon thy Wing. | ; | 
As thou return'ſt, change by thy Pow'r wo 
Every Weed into a Flow'r; 5 
Turn each Thiſtle to a Vine, 
Make each Bramble Eglantine; 
For ſo rich a Booty made, 
Do but this and I am paid. 

Thou can'ſt with thy powerful Blaſt, 

Heat apace, and cool as faſt. * | 

Thou can't kindle hidden Flame, 
And again deftroy the ſame. 
Then for Pity, either ftir 
Up the Fire of Love in her, 
That alike both Flames may ſhine, 
Or elſe quite extinguiſh mine. 
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An FriTnalauwm. To 4 young Lady 
lately wed. 


Go, Maſe, and bid Good - morrow to the Bride, 

Too long ſhe does her ſpotleſs Bluſhes hide; 
Invite her down to her domeſtic Charge, 
A Province like her Virtue fair and large; 
Tell her, that to a Manſion ſhe is come, 
More truely her's than is her native Home; 
How but a Subject there ſhe did appear, 
A Regent now and in a Palace here. 

From tender Parents Arms to Hymen ſent, 
Q! may ſhe never the Exchange repent ! 
While Nuptials her from their nn call, 
The beſt of Huſbands makes Amends for all. 

See how her chaſte, and*exemplary Life 
Adorns betimes the ſacred Name of Wife; 

As Saint-like Minds, deſign'd tor. Joys above, 

On Earth prepare themſelves for their Remove; 
Practice ſo well celeſtial Manners here, 

That proper Gueſts they come, . not Strangers chere: 
So did ſhe in her Virgin Days prepare, 

Each Virtue's Practice made ſo much her Care, 
That ſhe from firſt adorns the wedded Life, 

No ſooner Bride, but an accompliſh'd Wife : 

Let Young and Fair to grace the Nuptials meet, , 
And Joy ta Strephon and his Bride repeat. 


\ 


18 a Chill p. 


That Love is a Child by all is confeſs'd. 

The Baby and Booby both ſquall for the Breaſt; 

Both cry for a Play-thing, which when it is try * 
Both ſoon become weary and throw it aſide. 

Then wonder not Lovers fo childiſh ſhould prove, 


Since a Child's 35 Beginning and Ending of * 
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The Buss. A SONG. 


To the Tune of, A Cobler there was, &c. 


How ſweet are thoſe Herrings! how rich is the Tafte! 
The Dutch may well envy us ſuch a Repaſt: 
Let them envy, and murmur, and make a great Fuſs, 
As we now feel the Pleaſure, —we'll all have a Buſs. 
| Derry devon, c. 


Having felt this ſweet Pleaſure, the Men of the Law, 
No more for Chubs, Chevins, or Gudgeons will draw; 
But for Herrings will uſe all their Wiles and their Arts, 
And will plead for a Buſs—with their Tongues—and 


their Hearts, ; 
Derry down, c. 


So wiſe is the Fiſher, fo harmleſs his Trade, 
That Prelates of Fiſhers were formerly made; 
And ſtill they love Herring, they join with his Grace, 
And encourage a Buſs—without Shame or Grimace. 
Derry down, Sc. 7 


The Plain and the Pretty, the Prude and Coquet, 

Are ſkilful in working and ſpreading the Net; 

Then here all your Pow'r, ye Charmers, employ, 

As you may a Buſs without bluſhing enjoy. = © 
a Derry down, So. 


The Lord, and the Gameſter, the Buck and the Beau, 
Muſt in this Employment their Gallantry ſhew; 
For the Ladies will {light thoſe as Men of no Merit, 
Who get not a Buſs—and a Buſs too with Spirit. 

| Derry down, fc. 


Then 


1 


Then's here's to the Trader, let us all drink Suceeßz, 


For the Profit is great, and the Pleaſure no leſs; 
Pickle Herrings will reliſh a Cup of brown Nappy,” 
O then for a Buſs—that will make us all Happy. 


Derry. down, Se. — 
A'Love-LETTER, Tong after Marriage, 


To thee my Dear! my Soul's far better part! 

Theſe Lines I ſend, emerging from my Heart, 

Wherere thy Lot is caſt, or Foot ſhall tread, 

The Muſe will haunt thee, conſtant as thy Shade, 

Sooner the Needle ſhall forſake the Pole, 

Than thou be baniſh'd from my inmoſt Soul. 

Abſent, thy Image does my Mind employ, 

And when thou'rt preſent *tis a Harveſt Joy. 

A Bliſs unknown to guilty Love we taſte, 

Reſerv'd by Heav'n for all the Pure and Chaſte. 
Ah! what avails this Houſe, theſe Gardens here, 


Thoſe purling Streams, my Heart's depreſs'd with Fear. 


| Left ſome fierce Fever revel in thy Veins, _. 

Impair thy Health, and mock the Doctor's Pains; 

Conſumptions ſap thee, by Gradations flow, 

Or Apoplex ſhould kill thee at a Blow; 

Left Highwaymen thy tim'rous Soul affright, 

Or Pick-pockets exert on thee their Sleight; 

A Fire by Night, or Accident by Day, 

May ſnatch my Prize, my beauteous Prize away. 
What don't I fear? Return, and all is well, 

*Tis thou alone can'ft this Combuſtion quell; 

Thy Preſence only makes ſerene and gay, 

Improves each Joy, and chaſes Care away. 

With thee O let me live! And never part} 

Thou fill'ſt up ev'ry Chaſm in my Heart; 

No Room to wiſh, or wantonly to range, | 

A Love ſo founded, ne'er was known to change, 


The 
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E. 
The Dimere. 


Sylvia the young, the fair, the gay, 
A verdant Bow'r enclos'd, 

The little Wanton tir'd with Play, 
In dewy Sleep repos'd. | 


A Bloom ſo like the Peach's Hue 
Her glowing Cheeks expreſs'd, 
A Bird deluded eager flew, 
And ſeiz'd the luſcious Feaſt. 


Ah! lucky Spoil, tho? rude th? Alarm, 
And Sylvia weeping roſe, | 
Since to the World its ſmiling Form 
| That killing Dimple owes. © 


The Art of Wootxs, 


He that loves, and fears to try, 
Learns his Miſtreſs to deny. 
Does ſhe chide thee? *tis to ſhew it, 
That thy Coldneſs makes her do it. 


15 ſhe ſilent? Is ſhe mute? 
dilence ſurely gains thy Suit: 


Does ſhe pout, and leave the Room? 
dhe withdraws:to bid thee come. 


Is the ſick? why then be ſure, 

dne invites thee to the Cure: 

Does ſhe croſs thy Suit with No? 
Tuſh! ſhe loves to hear thee woo. 
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Does ſhe call the Faith of Man 
In Queſtion? Good! ſhe loves thee then; 
And if e'er ſhe makes a Blot, 

She's loſt if that thou hatt'ſ it not, 


He that after ten Denials, 
2 Dares attempt no farther Trials, 
Hath no Warrant to acquire 


The Dainties of his chaſte Deſire. 


* 
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Garen ART ER. 


Full five Times wrapp'd around her Knee 
And tuck'd till it in Safety bez | 
If he outlives it, happy he 

Who Cyloe's Garter lives to ſee 

And lives to take it off beſide. 

Full five Times wrapp'd around my Heart, 
So ſafely it can never ſtart, 
Is Chloe's Form, nor Force nor Art 

Can cauſe th* Idea to depart, 

Or can the Gordian Knot divide, 
Should Cupid ſhelter there from View, 
Which Cupid would, but dares not do, 
And ſhould unbind the Ribband too, 

O! think what Numbers would purſue, 

And think how great the Victor's Pr ide. | 


TALES 


5 
4 


TALES, FABLES, Ge. 


The Mowakch HusBanD, dithroned. 
Or, the Coffee-bouſe Wife. 


4 T AL E. 


When People ride the vengeful Himmington, 

There is a general Trembling in the Town; 
Not only he, for wkom the Triumph rides, 
Suffers, but they ſweep others Doors befides 
And, by that Hieroglyphick, make't appear, 

That the good Woman is the Maſter there. 

At Jemmy's Door the barb'rous Heathens ſwept, 
And the poor Wife ſcolded until ſhe wept; . 

The Mob ſwept on, while ſhe ſent forth in vain 
Her vocal Thunder, and her briny Ram. ww QT 

Some few Days after, two young Sparks came there, 
And while ſhe does the Coffee freſk prepare, 

One, for Diſcourſe of News, the Maſter calls, 
T'other on this ungratefal Subject falls: 
Pray Mr. Femmy, whence came this Report; 
For I believe there's no great Reaſon for't; 

As if the People lately {wept your Door; 

And half a Dozen of your Neighbours more. 

There's nothing in't, ſays Jemmy, that is done 
Where the Wife rules, but here I rule alone; 
And, Gentlemen, you much miſtaken be 
If you imagine this relates to me, | 
Within theſs Walls my ſeppliant Vaſſals know a 
What due Obedience to their Prince they owe, 

And kiſs the Shadow of my Papal Toe. 
| E 


My 


wo 7 up 


My Word's a Law, when I my Pow'r advance, 8 
There's not a greater Monarch e'en in France; = 
Not the Mogul, or Czar of Muſcoæiy 

Nor Proefter John, nor Cham of Tartary, 
Are in their Palace, Monarch more than I. 
My Houſe my Caftle is, and here I'm King; 

I'm Pope, I'm Emperor, I'm every 1 

What tho' my Wife be Partner of my Be 

The Monarch's Crown fits only on my Head. 

His Wife bad plaguy Ears, as well as Tongue, 
And hearing all, thought his Diſcourſe too long; 
Her Conſcience ſaid, he ſhould not tell ſuch Lies, 
And to her. Tee e ſuch— She therefore cries, 
D'ye hear, you Sirrah, Monarch there, come down, 
And grind the Coffee, or I'll crack your Crown, 


by 
ru 
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The TaxrusH and Linxer. A Fas. 


Early one Summer's Morn a Thruſh, 
Sat perching on a dewy Buſh, , 
Gay, lively, proud, and young, 
And chear'd with Light's firſt bluſhing Ray, 
To welcome in the riſing Day, 
With Grace unequall'd ſung. . 


Soon Numbers of the feather'd Race, 

Gather in Flocks about the Place, 
Wak'd with the heav'nly Sound; 

Admiring, view the Fair Unknown, 

So young he ſcarce appear'd full grown; 
And wond'ring flutter round. | 


All pleas'd d his early Merit fee, . - 
And cry this young. one ſoon will he 
The Glery of our Grove: 

The Females tune their warbling Throats, © 
Tranſported j raiſe his prightly Notes, 
And ga) ly cou. t ais Love. 


e 4 BE 
| Bat fweetly managing her Voice, 
A nnet won the charming Prize, | 
Pleas'd to a high Degree: 
, | g 
Tho” ſhe ſcarce kne y what loving meant, 
Smart, pretty, little, innocent, 
And young almoſt as he. 2 


Happy, from Bough to Bough they rove, | 
With endleſs Vows of conſtant Love, <= 
And all the idle Day, ; | 
Pleas'd with each other's Company, 
Unknowing what could happier be, 


They chat, they laugh, and play. 


While thus the joyous Hours they paſt, 

In Happineſs tao great to laſt, | 
The fatal News was brought, 

Of a far diſtant larger Grove, | 

The Seat of Pleaſure, Mirth, and Love, 
And Joys ſurpaſſing Thought. 


Pleas'd with this Tale, th' unconſtant he 

Reſolves this brighter World to ſee; 
In vain the Linnet ſighs: | 

In vain ſhe names a thouſand Fears, 

Regardleſs of her Sighs and Tears, 
Away the Wanton flies. 


There lighting on the bloomy Boughs, 
Too ſoon forgets his weeping Spouſe; 
And in his daily Song 
Curſes his native lonely Wood, 
That bury'd him in Solitude, 
From Life and Day fo long. 


In theſe new Regions at each Note, 
He, lab'ring, ſwells his little Throat, 
With Thirſt of Glory fir'd: 


. E 2 fo Tranſports 


bet „ 

Tranſports in all his Looks appear, 

He finds he's here, as much as there, 
Applauded, lov'd, admir'd. 


A Nightingale, whoſe high Diſdain- 
Had made the brighteſt figh in vain, 
Accepts his offer'd Love: 
Deſpiſes all; but by his Side, 
For ever fond they ſtrut the Pride 
And Envy of the Grove. 
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*Tis now that I begin to live; 

Life, thou my Fair, can'ſt only give! 
The Thruſh in Rapture cries; 

Nor I &er knew ſubſtantial Bliſs, 

Till thou hadft given it in a Kiſs, 
The enamour'd Bird replies, 


Can we then call the Thruſh ingrate, 
Tho' the poor Linnet he forgat, 

In ſuch bright Scenes as theſe? 
When firſt he woo'd the feather'd Maid, 
Alas! he knew not what he ſaid, 

He knew not what Love was. 


Thus fares the homebred Country Vouth, 
With Soul fincere,. and honeſt Truth, 

He courts ſome ruddy Maid : 
Awkwardly ſtrives her Heart to move | 
With ſomething they bath take for Love, 

But ſoon the Cheat's betray'd, 


He comes to Town, likes the fine Place, 
And ſoon ſorgets his Country Laſs; 
Learns gallantly t'adore 
Some ſhining Beauty of the Courtiz 
Then finds the reſt was only Sport; 
He never lov'd before. | 
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The ATTORNBY! 8 Clank, An Ecroove. : 


of 


| Dar, 

Sau Brizy, my Friend, fay, why that Aifmal Face, 
That downcaſt Look, and melancholy Pace; 

Say, has thy Ready ta'en a rapid Flight, 

And left the flound'ring m Deſpair and Night; 

Whilſt thy Sire obſtinate and ſtern denies, 

For future Pleaſure, requ'fite Supplies; 

Or rages fatal Fire within thy Reins, . 

Plaguing with Pills thy Days, thy Nights with Pains? 

Now rotted be the Punk for ſuch a Caft f 

May ſhe live kick'd and ftary'd, die * at laſt! 


BRIEF. 

Thou art my tins, Will Dasn, and I'll declare 
My inmoſt Secret, and my greateſt Care. 
Fatal the Day, when on the Bank of Thame, 
In Kerſey clad, from Yorkfire Worlds I came; 
More fatal to my Heart the luckleſs Day, | 
When firſt through Lombard-ftrezt, I bent my Way: : 
Fam'd Lombard ſtreet, where heapy Treaſure lies, 
Chinks to the Ear, and glitters in the Eyes; 
Bane of the Miſer's Peace by Day, by Night! 
For thee, too oft in vain, ſtarv d Poets write; 
Lawyers, for thee, contract or ſtretch the Laws, 
And Prieſts thinks Oaths mere Proverbs and old Saws; 
For thee the ſhining Courtier condeſcends 
To ſmile, and call a ſturdy Beggar Friend. 
But from thy Pow'r inſenſible I'm torn, 
With other Joys, with other Flames I burn. * 

Amidſt the Bankers, many a Saſh bedight £3 
With Linen, Lace, and Ribbands catch the Sight. 
There as ſecure and heedleſs thus I ſtray'd, . - 
I ſaw a lavely Gir}, I think a Mays. 
E 3 ©. 1 Brown 


8 
+ 
h 


4 
þ 
"3 
8 
1 pn 
{ bx 
+3334 
+4 
1 
1 
} . 
. 
"5 
* N 
„ 
[134308 
* 44 
.» 


_ 
St porn = or gy II ̃ ena ty mtr nt 
— r = ; 
_ — — Rs > 
5 — = to tw FE EIN — 
— — —.— — — — X 


More conſtant ling*ring in the Courts appear, 


Slink his long Tail his famiſh'd Legs between, 


F 54 J 


- Brown was her Hair, her Fore-head round and high, 


Well arch*d her Brow, and blue her humid Eye; 
The crimſon Bluſh fat wholeſome in her Cheek; 
Her Skin as Cambrick fair, as Iv'ry fleek ; 


Her Cherry Lip the Cherry Knot excell'd; 
Each Breaſt a Charm the Heart inflaming weld. 


Eager I gaz'd,. as ſhe purſu'd her Art; 
Swift as her Needle paſs'd the Lawn,. a Dart, 
Shot from her Beauty, piere d my panting Heart; 
Deep ſunk ker blooming Image in my Breaſt, 
My penſive Walk, Looks, Sighs, my Love confeſt. 
No pliant Damſel can my Flames aſſwage, 
Ev'n SLL fails to mitigate their Rage. 

Not meagre Clients of eternal Strife, 
Half ſtripp'd, half ſtarv d, involv d in Suit for Life, 


Than I before the Window: of my Dear. 

But there I ſaw, with Anguiſh ſaw, pert Beaus, 
By Nonſenſe privileg'd, and gaudy Cloaths, 
Now o'er the Counter lean, now ogling ſtand, 
And now—with ſaucy Freedom ſeize her Hand: 
Whilft I, with riſing Choler, filent paſs, 

Curſe my hard Fate, and bardly. view the Glaſs. 
Juſt ſo a * — Cur I've often ſeen 


And, pin'd with Hunger, ſneaking view a Bone, 
Which ſome more happy Dog had made his own. 
What ſhould. Ldo? In ſofteſt Terms E-write, . 
And open Scenes of amourous Delight;. | 
All.her dear Charms in ſoft Confuſion own; - 
And worthy all thoſe Charms my Love is ſhewn:- 
But, Torture of my Heart! this Way I fail, 
Back ſhe returns the Lines, untouch'd the Goals: 
Why thus her Vanity can Woman feed, 
And Pride her ſtrong Curioſity exceed 
Too cruel Fair! my Thoughts the live-long Day 


To my fond aching Heart thy Form convey; . 
'Or- 


4 5 * — 
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if BS 43 3 
For thee, when ſtretch'd a bed three Stories high, 
To ſleep a Stranger grown, I with and ſigh; _. 
Wich the returning Light thy Charms return, 
Add Fuel to my Flames, and make em doubly burn. 
HFave I for thee th' Attorney's Guide forſook; | 
And conn'd the Gamut o'er inftead of Cook; 
Thrown careleſs all my Precedents afide, 
And to my Fiddlewith ſuch Warmth apply dl 
Not ſoft Corelli s Air, nor Handels Strain, 
Can move her Heart, or mitigate my Pain. 
O Dasn! my nobler Spirits Ade away, 
J make no Party now to damn a Play; 
The Poet and the Player now fink ſupine, 
Nor dread, as heretofore, a Hifs of mine; 
Ev'n Cibber's Mutilations might appear, 
King John has nothing left in me too fear. 
For Molly now I ſcrawl the Windows round, 
Molly on ev'ry drinking Glaſs is found; 
Poetic grown, for her | ſtrive to rhime,, 
On her enchanting Name Acroſticks chime ; 
In Deeds, Writs, Briefs, the Spell ſpontaneous flows, 
And plain the am'rons Writer's Weakneſs ſhews. _ 


6 Dasn. $6] 
Weakneſs indeed? I'm ftruck, deaf, dumb and blind; 
And can a Milliner enſlave thy Mind? 
A mere Utenſil of all lively Sparks? 
Periſh thy Flame! Diſgrace ef brighter Clerks, 

BRIEF. 

Alas! my Friend, Love's Reign is abſolute: 
Can Birth or Fortune with his Darts difpute? 
No, they have Power the Boſom to inflame, 
However. mean, deform'd,. or. poor. the Dame.. 
How many Lords for Actreſſes have bled,, 
Or took, with Joy, an Oyſter-wench to Bed? 
How many Templers are of Heav'n pofſeſs'd,. 
When looſly ſinking on a Laundreſs Breaſt? 


Judges 


e 7 
Jedges have had Amours, and Wits allay'd | 
Their Paſſions with a Cook, or 'Chambermaid; 
This Sage his Houſekeeper, that Rake his Whore, 
In Matrimony joins for evermore. | 
In Freaks like theſe Love often takes Delight, 
And pairs unequal Minds, ſometimes for Spite. 

Here then! on Conqueſt roſolutely bent, 
Love gave the Hint, what will not Love invent? 
Soon in my Dreſs a ſtrange Defect I trace, : 
My Hand, as yet, no flutt'ring Ruffles grace. 
Bleſs d be the Youth, the happy Smart! I cry'd, 

Who firſt eſſay d this decent Piece of Pride; 
This Want ſhall introduce me, this ſhall aid 
And ſmooth my Paſſage to my Idol- Maid. 

Then in my Mind a tender Tale Iframe 
Of pureſt Paſſion, endleſs Truth and Flame. 
But O! no ſooner J approach the Fair, 
Than all my golden Scheme is loſt in Air; 
The tender Tale in fault'ring Accents dies; 
But yet ſhe might have read it in my Eyes. 
Thoſe open'd all my Hope, my Fear, my Pain, 
All, all my Soul, but open'd it in vain. 
She talks of Depths, Hems, Faſhions I reply 

- Juſt as you pleaſe, then gaze on her and ſigh: 
She meaſures then my trembling Wriſt around, 
Beneath her Fingers how my Pulſe rebound ; 

. Bowing and ſtammering I take my Leave, 

And now, too plainly, to my Loſs perceive, 
'That tim'rous Modeſty and ardent Love, 
Foes to each other in one Boſom prove. 

Sure *tis a Judgment for a Promiſe broke. 
Which once to Kitty made, I thought a Joke! 
When underneath the Haycock's grateſul Shade, 

I woo'd, vow'd, ly'd, deflow'r'd the fimple Maid; 
Then left her to bewail herſelf undone. 

Whilſt I perfidious up to London run. a | 
Her Curles ſtick, Love's Plagues ty Heart inveſt, 
And plant a thouſand Poiſons ir my Breaſt, DAs 
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Ariſe my Friend, ſhake off thy boyiſh Care; 
The Fair ſtill yields to him who gieatly dares. 
Would'ſt thou with- ill tim d Modeſty aſſail, 
Where Impudence alone muſt e er prevail? 
I know no Milliner of fo much Pride, 
Who a briſk Lover ever twice deny d; 
No! they have amorous and pliant Hearts, 
But Woman ever malt diſplay her Arts; 
When moſt her Wiſhes preſs her to comply, 
Put on fine Airs, and'give her Soul the te 
Courage, my Friend, tis ten to one ſhe'll fall 
By Flattery, a Fiddle, Treat, or Ball: | 
If againſt theſe obdurate ſhe can hold. 
There's no Defence againſt a Show'r of Gold. 

Come let's to Ludgate-Hill, the Baron's Wine 
Will baniſh Sorrow, and thy Taſte refine ; 
Shoot thro' thy Veins new Life, revive thy Fire, 
And Mirth and Love of Liberty inſpire. _ 


TruTH and Far$400D. A Tara. 


Once on a Time, in Sun- nine Weather, 
FaLs$4n0D and TRuTE walk'd out together, 
The neighb'ring Woods and Lawns, to view, 
As Oppoſites will ern _ _ : 
Thro' many a hloomi ea paſt, 
And at a A arriv'd at laft oy | 
The purling Stream, the Margin green, 
With Flow'rs bedeck'd, a vernal Sce 
Invited each itin'rant Maid | 
1 Fes a while beneath gs ms 

nder a ſpreading Beach they ſat, 
And passed the Time with Female Chat; 
Whilſt each her Character maintain'd; 
One ſpoke her Thoughts, the Other feign'd. | 
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L 58 ] 
At length quoth Fals noob, Siſter Txvrn, 
For ſo She call'd her from her Youth; ; 
What if, to ſhun yon ſultry Beam, 
We bathe in this delightful Stream; 
The Bottom ſmooth, the Water clear, 
And there's no prying Shepherd near ?-—— 
With all my Heart, the Nymph reply'd, 
And threw her ſnowy Robes afide, 
Stript herſelf naked to the Skin, 
And with a Spring leapt headlong in. 
Falsnoop more leiſurely undreſt, 
And laying by her taudry Veſt. 
Trick'd herſelf out in TauTu's Array, 
And croſs the Meadows tript away. 
From this curſt Hour, the FxRavupruLl Dame 
Of ſacred Tx urRH uſurps the Name, 
And with a vile, profidious Mind, 
Roams far and near to cheat Mankind; 
Falſe Sighs ſuborn, and artful Tears, 
And ſtarts with vain, pretended Fears; 
In Viſits, ſtill appears moſt wiſe, 
And rolls at Church her Saint-like Eyes; 
Talks very much} plays idle Tricks, 
While riſing Stock ® her Conſcience pricks; 
When being, poor'Thing, extremely gravel'd. 
She Secrets ope'd, and all unravel'd. 
But on She will, and Secrets tell | 
Of Jebn and Joan, and Ned and Nell, 
Reviling ev'ry one She knows, 7 
As Fancy leads, beneath the Roſe. 
Her Tongue ſo voluble and kind, 
It always runs before Her Mind; 
As Times do ſerve She {bly pleads, 
And copious Tears ſtill ſhew her Needs, 
With Promiſes as thick as Weeds. 
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Speaks pro and con, is wond'rous civil, 
To-day a Saint, to-morrow Devil. | 

Poor Tx I ſhe ſtript, as has been ſaid, 
And naked left the lovely Maid, 
Who ſcorning from her Cauſe to wince, 
Has gone ſtark-naked ever ſince; 
And ever Naked will appear, 


Belov'd by All who Truth revere. 


A SuBURBIan' EcLOGUE.. 
Not ev'ry Temper rural Scenes delight: 
Begin, my Muſe, a low Suburbian Flight. 
Love, who invades the rural Nymphs and Swains, 
No leſs a Tyrant in the Suburbs reigns; 


All, more or leſs, his Pains or Pleaſmes know, 
For what's too high for Love? or what's too low ? 


1 
— > be 
o — 


Begin, my Muſe, WAR BI ET TAS Woe rehearſe, 


Who oft in Cadence clear has ſung thy Verſe 
WARBLETTA ſweeteſt of the Throng that ſqualls 
Melodious Ballads at the End of Paul's; | 
She, whoſe Love-Sonnets with perſuaſive Strain, 
Could Maids, it's ſaid, and Prentice-Boys detain ; 
Who on Exci/e, the ever famous Song, 
Could ſing ſo loudly, and yet fing ſo long; 
Alluring a wide-gaping motley Band, 
Whilſt in their Pockets div'd ſome nimble Hand: 
No more her vocal Pow'r in Public tries, 
But weeping to a neighb'ring Ginſhop hies; 
There penſtve on a Runlet fits alone, _ 
And, blending Gin with Tears, thus makes her Moan, 
Galloway Tom, inveigling Renegade, 85 


The Bane of every fond believing Maid ! c; FM : 


Curs'd be the Day, when firſt I heard his Fame, 
And kindred Warblers chaunt aloud his Name! 
Curs'd be the Hour when firſt I ſaw his Face, 

do lweetly impudent and void of Grace. 


Well 
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| © Fr 60 . 
Well J remember it amidſt the 


How, at firſt Sight, I falter'd in 8th rae 


Gaz' d, — ſigh'd, and gaz'd, and every ſweeter Tone 
Practis d, and levell'd, at his Heart alone. *. 


Quick he peiceiv'd, and gain'd my blinder Side, 
Kiſs'd me, ſwore roundly, and as roundly Ily'd. 
How my Heart leap'd his flatt ring Words to meet, 


When the Knave vow'd he'd we'd me at the Flut. 
Perſuaded 5 
When he, falſe Wreteh, intended no ſuch Thing. 


and I bought a Copper Ring, 


Like a braſs Shilling neatly filver'd oer, 

His Vows have paſs'd-——but they ſhall FO no more; 
The Silver's: worn away, and now, alas! 

His Perfidy appears more plain than Braſs. 

Wicked Overſeers defraud the wretched: Poor, 


The Juſtice ſqueezes the ſtarv d padding Whore; 


Vet. Overſeers and Juftices I ſee, 

O Tom! are much — much boneſter that thee. 
Think, Varlet, think, to raiſe thee Half a Crown, 
How readily I pawn'd my Sunday Gown, CN. 
For thee in Brideguel, for no Goodneſs pent,,s 
What Victuals brought I! and what Money ſpent? 

Vet all that Money——which-I earn'd fo hard, 

I've known thee loſe a fingle Cards 
Releas'd I ſaw. thee fly to Brickdu/t-Moll 
Yet now retun and LI forgive thee all: 2 
I could, I fear, be once again deceivd; 
Again believe thee as I once beliew'd. - 
O Tom! return, forget to throw a Main, 
And 225 thy Cards, wich a Lord s Purſe might 


Lords may be wicked at their Virtus s loſt, 
Since Titles guard em when their Virtues Coſt, 


Great Rogues might plunder a Whole Common-' 


Weal 
But thou df be bang d in Hemp if thou p_ 
fal. DP, 


© a 
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Will not theſe win thee ? 


3.1 - 3 
a 5 
To Great Ones then thy Lewdneſs quite reſign, TY 
And be thou honeſt, Tou, and only mine. 

Come, quickly come, upon my once lov d Breaft 


Repoſe thee fink within my Arms to Reft. 

If Cares oppreſs thee, I'll divert my Love, 

With Patient GalzUE and a. GRIZLE prove. 

For thee all Day with open Throat III toll 

With thee at Night, well pleas'd, divide the Spoil; 5 

For thee a Spicy Hot-pot I'll prepare; 

For thee a nice Sheep's-Head I'll drefs with Care. 

Add to theſe the Joy, 

Which nightly ſhall our waking Hours employ. 
Hard hearted Wretch! in vain, in vain, I ſue, 

Rougher than- Winds to a well powder'd Cae. 

The Habit of thy Temper now appears; 

Oh | — thou waſt nouriſh'd ſure by Hockley Bears. 

Like burning Brandy my warm Boſom glows, 

Whilſt thine is like a Winter's Puddle troze. 

What, tho' in Rallad jo much Skill I boaft! 


So long have reign'd St. Gyless fav'rite Toaſt ! - 


* 


By purblind Fidlers have been often ply'd, 
As often all their hated Suits deny'd! | 
Nor Voice, nor Perſon, for my Tou has Charms; 1 
And whilſt ungrateful he thus ſhuns my Arms, 
Frantic I make ſome airy Bulk my Be | 
Where chilling Winds fly whiſtling round my Head; 3 
Whilſt lazy muddy Channels bubling creep, 

Inviting, tho' in vain, my Eyes to ſleep. * + 
My chearleſs Eyes are ever waking found, 
When diſmal Watchmen walk their Midnight rounds. 


Or at their peaceful ſtands ſecurely ſnore, 


While Robbers at their Elbow, force a Door. 
Yet Tou, return; or quickly tell me where 

I may, with open Arms, approach my Dear; 

Tell me, ye brighter Nymphs of Drury —— lay: 


Saw you my perjur'd Varlet go this Way? 
| F 


Fe Imbrowned 


+ 5 7 

Imbrowned 8 of fam'd Wapping — tell, 
Does he amidſt your winding Alleys dwell ? 
Ye Maids, where'ere he ſtrays, his Courtſhip ſhun : 
Hear you'll believe believing 
Thus cruelly of ev'ry Joy bereft, 
Loſt is my Quiet, and my Boſom cleft ; 
Such are the lingring Sorrows of my Mind, 
Ev 'n in Geneva no Repoſe I find ; 
No more ſhall Love-ſick Ditties fell my. Throat, , + 
Smut ſhall no more obtain a warbling Note; 
Againſt Exciſe I Il raiſe my Voice no more, 
She faid and dozing ſunk upon the Floor. 

The maudlin Matrons cry'd Pray mark her Fall— 
The Pow'r of Gin from Love defend us all. 


The Mita Lzcacy. A TALE, 


In Initatin of the Summer's Tale in Cuavcen, 


Where Humber's Streams divides the fruitful Plain, 


There liv'd a Friar of the begging Train; 
Who, as Dan Chaucer's merry Tales have told, 
Would give his Pray' rs, his Maſs, or Heav'n for Gold: 
As once his Gown high tuck d, his Scrip new hung, 
Pois'd on his Staff, he penfive trudg'd along, 

A Door ſtood ope, where ft the Beachen Bowl, _ 
| Smiling with Nut- brown Ale, had cheer'd his Soul. 
Gently he tapt, then cry'd, * May here Content 
7 Wich Peace for ever dwell' and in he went. 


Sick lay the Hoff, the Friar growl'd a Pray r, 
And with an Ave Mary told his Care. 

Here down he laid his Saf, there hung his Hat. 
Bruſh'd from the Wicker-Chair the Tabby-Cat, 
And with a ſolemn Leiſure down he fat: 

Then thus begun: To-day I preach'd in Town; 


gut ert not ſervile to 2 7 ext Mu 5. 3 
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Ah! Thomas, had you heard my ſubtle Wit, 

My Gloſs, my Comments on the holy Writ ; 

Tho well I know 'gainſt Friars you incline, 

« You'd own that Friars are of Right Divine.” 

The Zo# reply'd, © In Comments I've no Skill, 

By Comments Priefs can prove juſt what they will. | 

© Of Reas ning deep, ſome Clerks to ſhew the Force. 

From Head to Head drawl out the long Diſcourſe ; © + 

On this Side now, and now on that diſpute, 

Are now confuted, and again confute; * _—- 2 

Make Saint with Saint, Father with Father vie, £2 

| * Till Cl, prove the Scripture all a Lie.“ * © an 
Ah Friend, the Friar cry'd, you'll nought believe, 

But what your Simple Reaſon can conceive; | 

Laymen muſt credit, tho? the Doctrine's new, ak 23 

The Text may vary, but the Comment's true. * 
The Wife trippꝰd in, and ftopp'd th haranguing rie 

A Curtſy diopp d, and welcom'd in her Gueſt; 

ioo from the Chair the /miling Friar roſe, 

And made with awkward Air his ſolemn Bows ; 

| Nor there he ſtopp d, but to enlarge his Bliſs, —- | 

Squeez d her ſoft Hand, and ſmack'd a hearty Els : 

Ah! Friend, quoth he, how happy is thy Life, 

Not the whole Town can boaſt fo fair a Wife. | ' 4 

At Church I view'd her, as High Maſs was faid, - 

Soft roll'd her Eyes, and gently wav'd her Head: "7 

Each Dame was envying, ſighing was each Swain, 

While ſhe the faireſt ſhone, amidſt the faireſt Train.“ 

The ſweetly ſimp'ring Dame new Pleaſures found, 

With greedy Ear imbib'd the flatt*ring Sound; 

Princk'd up her Tucker, ev'ry Charm ſhe try*d, 

And by her little Arts revealed her Pride; 6 

Then thus addreſs'd him. Would you taſte our 

Cheer, | 

* The Fare is homely, but the Heart fincere. 

What could you eat, Sir? Nothing cry'd the Prieſt, 

But a hin Slice from off a Capon's. Breaſt ; > 
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„A of Wandcacks; and f fit Pig's Hold). 


With a nice Pudding of the whiteſt Bread. 
* My /queamifh Stomach hates a ſumptuous Feaſt, 


1 Lead Clerks who Audy much but little eat. 


Swift tripp'd the Dame away, and ſeem'd to 475 


Brisk as a Colt and jolly as a Pie. 
As the Friar's Mind on Int'reſt chiefly ran, 


Abſent the Wife, he thus addreſs d In Man: 
Is not our Order #79:5, ours, which ſhares 
The Day in F aſting, and the Night in Pray rss 
Than thoſe more pious whom baſe Trifles win, 
Who hold F/zralitics to be no Sin? | 
For why ſhould Country Pariſh claim their Care „ 
Curates perform the Drudgery of Pray'r, 
Tho' their whole Study 1 is t' increaſe their Store, 
Then talk fine Things in Praiſe of living Poor; 
With mock Humility of Faſting preach, 
Tho' their fat Sides deny they practiſe what they 4 
All Prieſthood ſhould be meek : But when there's ſeen 
The roly Prebend, and the pamper'd 2 A 
Stalk to th' expe&ed Choir with Front elate, bi 
In all the Grandeur of Cathedral State ; 
There doze in Stalls, or o'er a Sermon we] | 
Can we ſuppoſe them meek, or thoughtful on their 
Thus they: Ab! 7 homes, Themas, by St. Ive, 
"Tis from the Friar's Zeal the Zapmin thrive: 
Hence by cur Convent's xs r you re bleſs d with 
Wealth, 
Hence by our Maſſes you'll regs in your: Health. : 
The Churl in Bed reply d, I have been told 
The whole Purſuit of Prieſtbocd is for Gold: 
Thus ſome have ſaid; this I myſelf aver, 
I'm not a Jot the better for their Pray'rs 
To Monk, to Friar, and to Prieſt I've giv't, 
All were divine Embaſſadors of Heaw'ne * 
But late, alas! I found this Truth confeſs' 25 
They ſurely h, ſuceeed who give the leaf. a 


* 4 4 


* 
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In ſhort, I ne'erwith Patrons diſagree, 


In vain you'll wiſh you had a Friar to preach, 


1 5 
Well, well, reply'd the Prief; appeaſe your Rage, 
War with my Patrons never will I wage : ES 
some Fools indeed will even with Kings-contend, . 
Jo laſh their cee, or their Morals mend: * 
© I to reform a Prince would never arm | | 
My Tongue with Thunder, or with Threats 

| «© alarm; 7 3 

« Harſh Precepts in a Court can never charm. 
There not one Vice I'd laſh, nor tedious dwell _ 
On Stings of Conſcience, or the Pains of Hell; 
© But gentle Rules in gentle Words convey, 
Till every Fear in Hope's diſſolv'd away. 


If they're reſerv'd for Hell, what's that to me? - 
But that your Soul to Heav'n may be conſign'd, 
* Confeſs to me your Crimes, and calm your Mind. 
Faith, ſaid the churlsſs Heft, by St. Jobn, 
I've once before to-day been ſhriv'd by one: 
And once a Day's enough enough indeed: 
The ſneering Prieſt reply d, more ſure to ſpeed; 
© Yet to our Conwent ſomething you may ſpare, 
And bounteouſfly reward a Friar's Pray'r; 
© For ſhou'd you fail, ah! what I dread to tell, | 
Saints we muſt pawn, and Fathers we mult ell. 
The Layman's loſt, if leſt that learned ſtore, 
Then Sermons, Comments, Lectures are no more. 


For who, dear Sir, can like a Friar teach? 

He ends, but, ah! th' Harangue no Convert gains 
Thomas the ſame . r Wight remain 
So daring V that he thought the Friar 
A canting Hypocrite, a fawning Liar; IP 
Then thus: D'ye «link, Sir, that J ſure ſhall 

* ſpeed?” ene 
Lol, I as much believe it. as my Creed ; 
Nay I am poſitive, the Friar cry'd: 
Tomas ſeem d pleas'd, and with a Smile reply d, 
98 F 3 = Perſuaſive 
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© Perſuaſive are thy Words; while yet I live, 


© On this Condition, and on this alone, 


That the whole Convent equal ſhares the Boon, 


„This thou ſhalt fvear.'——Eager he plights his 
Troth, | 


. 


In thine own Hand, Sir Friar, a Boon I'll give, 


His Maſs-Book kiſs'd more firm to bind the Oath: 
Then Thomas —— Here thruſt down thy ond 


© behind, 
* Worthy your Convent there a Gift you'll find.” 


As down he thruſt his Hand into the Clift, 


And gropes around to find the wiſh'd for Gi 
Deluſive Hope! Something too cloſely pent, 
Hoarſe rumbling from within, demands a Vent; 

It burſt; then diſſipated. here and there, 
And filPd th: expecting Hand with empty Air; 


Amaz d the Friar ſtarted with Surprize, 
Red glow'd his Cheeks, and ardent flaſh'd his Eyes. 


Is this, he cry d, thy Penitence confeſs'd ? 


. 


Is this, falſe Churl, thy Duty to a Pri? 
Nor there he ended, but, to ſtop the Fray, 


Ah! Benedicite, the Juſtice cry'd, 
Ih hat Evil could to Friar Job detide? 

John roaring ſtamp'd before he Silence broke, 

At laſt with ſwelling Paſſion, thus he ſpoke: 


Oi vines agree, and Sages have confeſs' d, 


d, to the neigh 


Ire, 


ring Squire. a 


9 


The Church, herſelf, is wounded in her prieſt. 
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Again he roar'd—Pray, Sir, your Patience hold, 
The Juſtice cry'd, *tull all your Tale is told. 
The Friar the Fad relates, as told before; 


But as the Story 1 rag'd the more; : | 


0 


4 * 


; 8 


I Mons Maids, and Wife, run in and chas'd the Friar 
away. 7 
Phe Prieſt enrag d, now meditating 
With haſty Pace trudg 
A Quorum Jultice of a ſober Life. 
A Pariſh Umpire to compoſe their Strife: 


* 


? 


1 


1 


And 


. 


And ever and anon abruptly 


Revenge, Pray re, Prieft, and hey C Keg: dns 


Sancta Maria! Squire”s fair Dame, 


ery'd the 


rs 1 


mix' d, 


* 


© Is this, Sir Friar, all the Crimes you blame? 
In my 
«A Chrl as only done a hurl Dead. 


inion, as J hope 


to ſpeed, 


Not fo, the Squire with ſager Wiſdom fraught, 


„ 


But gravely paus'd, and ſeem'd Juite loft! in 8 
ind revolv'd the Statutes o'er and o'er, 


nM 
3 here ſuch a Caſe occurr'd before: 


hen thus reply'd, * vor Friar, that Sound 55 


Air, 


« Should be divided in an | equal Share 
Among Thirteen No not the utmoſt Skill 

In Euclid's Problems cou'd perform this Will. 
© The Fact, as to a Prieft, I own uncivil, 


* The Inſpiration of ſome 
* Neer let the madding Churi 


eakiſh DA 
perplex thy oY 


sit down and drown thy Sorrows in a Bowl. © | 
7enkin, -the Clerk, who heard the whole Biſaſter, 
And thought he had more Wiſdom than his Maſter, 


Pertly addreſs the 


* Pd ſhew a Way 


* This comie Gift ſhall ua divide: 


* And tho? I ne'er Euclid s deep Problems knew, | 


* You'll all allow tis as an Axiom true. 
Here in the Parlour, from the Air cloſe pent, 


the Tribe, 


4 3 42 


* 


ire—— Sir, I believe, ye 
* Wou'd you and your good Confeffor give Leave, 1 
by which the pious Tribe” 


= 
I'd have a Cart wheel with : wel ve Spokes be bent, . 
* Which is, fave one, the Number of 
Mongſt whom I equally this G % divide 
Then to each Spoke each lay his rev rend Beard, 
Like ſome wiſe Sears of Vore of RO L ve 
heard: 

* Your noble Conft, 


| or, whom Heaven fave,” aa 
f Should 71 hand Ae; 8 ine ue Nave, 
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© The Churl be brought, and could it hap'ly ſpeed, 
That he could there repeat his:churiifo Deed: _ 

- © "Tis Demonſtration that each Spoke around 

_ © Wou'd equally convey the Air and Sound: 
Indeed the Friar here would firſt be ſerv d, 

_< But ſure this holy Man has beſt defery'd,”  _ 

The Friss Frown betray'd his troubled Mind, 
But Sguire and Zady thus in Judgment join'd; _ 
With a new Coat that Ferkin ſhou'd be clad, 
And that the Cburl was neither Fool nor Mad. 


The Car in DaIxk. A Fans. 


A fav'rite Cat that long in Brewhouſe dwelt, 
- Whoſe Rage the midnight Race had often felt, 
With Sov'reign Sway ſhe rul'd, deſtroying each, 
That dar'd preſume to come within her Reach, 
Oppreſling thoſe that never did her Hurt, 
* She fell at laſt into a Tub af Wort; 
The Cooler being deep ſhe ſtrove in vain, 
Nor Art, nor Claws, cou'd help her out again. 
A A venerable Rat, with Age grown grey, 
Whom Hunger then had driven out that Way, 
With Joy eſpy'd his Enemy, the Cat, | 
Who jaſt expiring, paddled round the Fat, 
Cry 'd out, aſſiſt me once in Time of Need, 
And I'll no more offend you, nor your Breed; 
Fou Fl protect, I make a folemn Vow, © 
F youll hut gondeſcen to help me now. 
I k!he friendly Rat believing what ſhe ſaid, , — * 
3 Moſt willingly aſſiſted with her Aid, * 
And ſafely brought the dreary Traytor out 
Hut little dreaming what would come about; 
The perjur'd Cat with Rage began to tear 
The Eichſul Friend that had deliver'd her. 
Ol cry'd the Rat, how can you uſe me thus, 
Ichat have ſav'd your Life! O barb' rous * 5 N 
5 ' | em 


-” 


3 


N * 2 5 N - * * 


16 65 1 
Remember how you made a ſolemn Vow, 

Think but on that —in Pity ſpare me now. 
Her Anſwer was; I have no Time to think; 
If I faid fo, twas when I was. in Drink. 
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The FEMALE WRrANGLER, A TAL. 
One of the contradifting Sex, =_ 
Pra@is'd in every Art to vex, 8 mes 
HBrimful of Spirit and Debate, | 
The conſtant Breather of her Mate, | a 
Eager with Words to take the Field, 83 
Firſt to attack, and laſt to yield 
Or wrong or right, with Friend or Foes, © © 
(For the Delight was to oppoſe) 7) 
Diſputing near a River's. Side, pr, 
Fell in and ſtruggled, ſquall'd, and dy © © 
The Huſband, — o'er the Brink, + * - 
With great Compoſure ſaw her ſika 7 
He flung his Arms acroſs has Breaſt, , 
*Till he was ſure ſhe was at Reſt; | # 
Then begg'd his Neighbours Skill and Pains 
With Hooks to ſearch her ee e 
The eſt of them ſtrippꝰd, n 1 
The 2 — , 33e 
Suppoſing that Way ſhe was carry'd; 
But they, alas! had ne er been marry'd! 
Her wiſer Spouſe, Who penſive ſtood, © © 
And ſaw their Lahours in the Flood. 
Give o'er purſuing that Way, he cry d. 
You'll never find her with the Tide 
For if you ſhou'd, my Friends, the Waterr, 
Im ſure muſt ſtrangely change her Nature. 
Try upwards, if I right have gueſs d, | 
Allow, I know the Woman beſt; © | 
She never yielded while alive, 
And to the laſt I think would ſtrive. 
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In ber Riddle ſtricly charge ye 


Is not a juicy Girl more moving, th + gp 09 21 
Wo never knew the An of e, © 1401: aoF" 


No Heav'n he lies, who Ig. yy: 57 


* When Men engag d would once inſlave b. 
21 NAA the Freedom an: 123 eng 
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On Maxzrace. 5 Mr. | Boren, | 


By wha Authority do 05 


1. 


7 


Where-&er you live, in Pariſb, Wd. | 


To Have and Held from this hy forward? ny.” 


As if the Par/on were the Sentry 0 + 


To Vatcb and Ward Love's narrow Entry, 74.6 


Or Tura Key of the ſacred Padlock, 


That lets you into lawful ee. 125 


Who upon Fits ſtill of Erection, BOLL + 
Muſt to the De&or for Dire&#ion: AN 
Who always does the Patient Anker, 


By Licence or by Pablic- Ban, Sir. 427 ES 


@ 


K if oblig'd to 5 publiſh Pri jabiſmus, . 


Art ev'ry Eafter, Whitfantid and Chrifmas, * 
| pert. Religious Prater 
$5 Wall damn ye Al for Fornicators.' | IL) 3544 01 14155 


Or elſe, the 


i N 9 1 
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And where's the Harm of This, dear Fane 


2 X 


22 p 


A Mitre i x Wife in Comin, 1 fact 5 wy 


ropriated yet to no Man: 


PP | 
A Wife a Mike inclos'd; for W iving Dd Dat 
i 'Sbut 4 Monopoly of ing. PEE $a 


A Fox had loſt his Tail, e 
You are no Fox, you know the Moral; 
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The Rosszä Ross b n db 


A certain x Prieſt had hoarded up 


A Mats of fecret Oat! 7 nit bile dP 


age 
He knew not to be bold. VERT 


ap | % * FT 
» 14 g 1 9 1 


At laſt it came into bis Thought | ak F304 5 
To lock it in a Cheſts} 55 © die geln 290% 
Within the Chancel; and hb Wes t 


"MW >> . 8 

4 Ts 2 
_ ” 2 #%Y "3 * 

; * * = "> 9 * 

Thereon, Hic Deus e. EE een 

* * as ; „ 
8 g * | 
4 8 


K MT 
Did lon for ſuch a Prey, i r 
Reſpecting not the ſacred e 


That on the Caſket lay; 1715 ; ae HE 


Took out the Gold, and 8 5 out _ 24 

The Prieſt's Fnſcript thereon, e 
Wrote, Reſurrexit, non non e hic: _ | 

Tour God is "wy and _ 


S %% log 
Were met to laugh their Spleen away; La 
As Wine flows in, and Spints.rife, ' 7 
They praiſe their Conſorts to the Skies. 158" 1,29308 
Obedient Wives are ſeldom known, © ? 
Vet all could anſwer for their own, . + 0 4671 #: Y* 
Acknowledg'd each as ſovereign Lord. 
Abroad, at Home, in Deed, and Word; £308 18 f 
In ſhort as abſolute their Reign, as 
Grand Seignor's over his Sultans. 
For Pride, or Shame to be outdone, | 
All jom'd in the Diſcourſe, but one. 
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IL 7 
Who vex'd ſo many Lies to 9 
Thus ſtops theif arrogant Cet. 


"Tis miphty ſtrange, Sirs; what you ay, 
What! all fo abſolutely ſway ? 
In England! where [talians wile | 
| Have Plac d the Women's Paradiſe? * 
| In Londen! where the Sex's Flower 
Have of that Eden fix'd the Bower 
Fie! Men of Senſe to be ſo vain, 2 5 
You're not in Turtey nor in Span, 
True Britons all; Pll Iay my Ke, * 
None here is * of his Wife. 


| Theſe Words the generil Fury rouſs, 1 
And all the common Oauſe eſpouſe; - 58 18 
Till one with Voice ſuperior ſaid, TRE RA 
(Whoſe Lungs were ſounder than his nen 
| Ell fend my Footman inſtant Home, |, _ 
© To bid his Miſtreſs hither come 


And if ſhe flies not at my Call, r 
To own my Power before you : 3 4 
Pl grant I'm henpeck d, if you, dete. 
As Sh——t, or as Socrates. „„ 
1 T4 bs bY 
3 Hold there replies t& Objector ay, 11221 94 Sos, 5 
* ee firſt that Women never lie; 8 


Elſe Words are Wind co tell you true - ol _ a 
J credit neither them, nor ou; 
No, we'll be judgꝰd a ſurer Way, 
By what they do, not what they . 5 * a 
In hold you ſeverally that ng. Ave A 
A Supper at the Loſer's Coſt, Fer =o 13 
That if you'll but 2 „e IS > 
A Tiick-T'll tell you by and by; e 
Send ftraight for every Wife quite wound, „ 55 
One OI s 8 found, it — 


if 23 1 
But what before her Huſband's Face 
Point blank his Orders diſobeys. 


To this they one and all conſent, _ © #2 Foo 


The Wager's laid, the Summons went. 


Mana wh le 1 this Inſtruction gives, 
Pray only gravely tell your Wives, 
wo Will and Pleaſure is to invite 
Theſe Friends to a boil'd Pig to Night, 
The commoner the Trick has been, | 
The greater Chance you have to winz 
The Treat is mine if they refuſe, 


* . 


But if they boil it then I loſe. 


The firſt, to whom the Meſſage came, 
Was a welt born and haughty Dame; 
A ſaucy independent She, 


With Jointure, and with ny ea” NET 
ants, 


Secur'd by Marriage-Deeds from 


Without a ſeparate Maintenance. 


Her Loftineſs diſdain'd. to hear, 4-4. 
Half thro' her Huſband's Meſſenger, .. 


But cut him ſhort—with, How dare he, ' f 
Mong Pot - Companions mention me? 


He knows his Way {if ſober) Home, 


And if he wants mes let him * _ 


7.8 


This Anſwer, haſtily return ae 
Pleas'd all, but him whom it 1 
For each one thought his Wife, on . | 
Would brighter ſhine 755 this * 


The ſecond, was a a Lady gay, 
Who lov'd' to viſit, dreſs, and play, 
To ſpark it in the Box or Ring, 
And dance: on Wa Mie” for the King, 


0 ng. % 41 12 5 &4 


2 
28 
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we 


- Your Friends are always welcome here. 


K 1 1 


Whoſ: Head was buſy wont to be 

With ſomething elſe than Cookery. 364 ba} 

- She hearing of her Huſband's Name, 8 

Tho' much a Gentlewoman, came; 

When half inform de of his 3 

A Diſh, as he defir'd it, dreſt. — 

| Quoth Madam, with a ſerious Face, 

(Without enquiring What it was 

You can't ſure for an Anfwer loox? 

Sir, do you take me for your Cox TTD 

But I muſt haſte a Friend to ſee,. 
Who ſtays my coming for her Te. 

So ſaid, that Minute vut 3 | 

What could the ſighted Huſband do? 

His Wager loſt, muſt needs appear; 

For none obey that will not hear. 


Tue next, for Houſewifry renown, 

A Woman'notable was'own'd, 
Who hated Idleneſs and Airs, 
And minded Family Affairs; 
Expert in every Thing was the, . © 
At Needle-work, or urgery : 
Fam'd for her Liquors far and near, 
From richeft Cordials to fmall Beer; by 
To ſerve à Feaſt ſhe underſtood, . | 
In E or in Forei Mode; 3 : | 
8 the wanton Paſte could chooſe, ; k 
In Kickſhaws, ' Sauces, or Ragoos; ; > 
She ſpar d for neither Coſt nor Pain, 
Her welcome Gueſt to enterta. 

Her Huſband fair accoſts her thus: - 
'To-night theſe Friends will ſup with'us 
She anſwer'd with a Smile, my Dear, ER 


d 

4 
. 
1 
1 
1 
I 
I 


| —Rut wedefire a Pig, and pray, 
| Youll boil xvod it! did 4 lay? 


L 

I hope you'll giye me Leave to know. 
My Buſineſs better, Sir, than ſo a 
Why, ne'er in any Book. was, yet. 2 * 
Found ſuch a whimſical Receipt: 1 
My Dreffing none need be afraid of, 

But ſuch a Diſh was never heard of. 
I'll roaſt it nice, but ſhall not boil it, 
Let thoſe who know no better, ſpoil. it. 
—Her Huſband cry'd, for all my n 
I own, the Wager's fairly loſt. 

And other Wives, beſides my Love, 

Or I'm miſtaken much, may prove 

As chargeable as this to me, 


To ſhow their Pride in Houſewifty. 
Now the poor Wretch that n * 


Felt his own Heart go pit-a- 
For well he knew his Spouſe 8 
Her Spirit brook*d not to obey; rb iin 
And never yet was in the e. N 
He told her with a tremphing 
Where, and on EEK | SLOT 
And how the Dainty, 9581 ireſt. 
—To-night, quoth (it a Pag be 1241855 
No, Sir, to-night it cannot ae 
1 wes EI en toins 200 7 
You and your Friends ſure are _— —— oy t N. 
The Kitchen is the proper Sphere, N 
Where none but Females ſhould 
And Cooks their Orders, by your 
Always from Miſtreſſes receive. 
Boil it! was ever ſuch an Aſs? _ CER 
pray, what wou'd you have for Sauce? Fs 
any Servant in my Pay 4 & 
Dare dreſs a Pig that ſilly Way, | 
In ſpite of any Whim of yours, 
Ul! turn her quickly out 8 Doors. 


* 
For no ſuch Thing, (nay never frown) 
Where I am Miſtreſs, ſhall be done. | 
Each Woman wiſe her Huſband rules; 
Paſſive Obedience 1 1s for Foote,” 


'This Caſe was 3 judg'd; bebeld! ! | 


A fair one of a ſofter Mould; 

Good Humour ſparkled in her Eye, | 
And unaffected Pleaſantry: © 

So mild and ſweet ſhe enter d in, 
Her Spouſe thought certainly to win : 
{Pity ſuch golden Hopes ſhould fail,) 
Soon as ſhe heard th' appointed Tate, 
My Dear, I know not, I proteſt, 


Whether in Earneſt or in Jeſt, * 


So ſtrange à Supper you demand, 
Howe'er, I'll not diſputing ſtand, 5x 
But do it freely as you bid it, 

Prove but chat ever Woman did 1 by 


—This Cans) By auncrdt Confer," ©] 


Was loſt for want of Precedent. : _ 
Thus each deny'd a ſeveral TR 


But all agreed to diſobey. | fy I N 


One only Dame did =Y remain, 


Who downright honeſt was, and OG | 


If now and then her Voice ſhe tries, 
"Tis not for Rule, but Exerciſe. 

| Unus'd her Lord's Commands to flight, © 
Yet ſometimes pleading for her Rig t. 
She made her little Wiſdom go, | 
Farther than wiſer Women do. | 
Her Huſband tells her, looking grave, 
A roaſting Pig I boil'd-would ode 
And to prevent all pro and con, 

| : mut inſiſt to have it done. 


Says 


7 1 


Says ſhe, my deareſt, ſhould your Wife, 
Get a nick Name to laſt for Life? 
If you reſolve to ſpoil it, do; 

But then I hope yon H eat it too. 

For tho' *tis boil'd to hinder ſquabble, 


1 ſhall not, will not fit at Table, 


She ſpoke, and her good Man alone, 
Found he had neither loſt nor won. 

Sa fairly parted Stakes: The reſt - 
Fell on the Wag that caus'd the Jet, 

« Would your Wife boil it? let us ſee.“ 
Hold there, you did not lay with me. 
You'll find in ſpight of all you've. boaſted, - 
Your Pigs are fatted to be roafted. 
The Wager's loſt, no more contend; 
But take this Counſel from a F riend. 
Boaſt not your Empire, if you prize it; 
For happieſt he who never tries it. 
Wives unprovoked beſt obey, - 

And that you'll find the ſafeſt Way. 


But if your Dear once take the Packs. 


Reſolve at firſt to win or yield; 
For Heaven no Medium ever gave, 
Between a i and N Slave. | 


HODGE and the DEVIL. 4 Tas. 
By My. F. NICKOLL, 


Non omne _ micato 
n Aurum eff. 


Is werd 4 Man, 10 nen an Heir 
To Fortune's providential Care, 
Whom Diſappointments ne'er perplex, 
Nor AP! Fier, * 


8 3 


% 


, x : 
> . 4 4 


1 
In heavy Loads Mankind have bad em. 


H. it 
Down from their ancient Daddy Adam. 8 


I is nat Gold, the Proverb fays, $35'J 
That glitters, with refulgent Rays; TE 
And thoſe who court its bright Poſſeſſon, 
Oft- times embrace i in airy Viſion.” Rf 


LY 


So when A has heen poor Poet's Fate 7 ooh 


To "ve vain” Dependance on the Lg . 
Or Expectation of a Purſe | 
Of ſplendid Guineas for his Verſe. 

And Promiſes are all his Gains "PA 
What golden Dreams perplex his Brains! 
Reger, a Swain, knew either how . 
To drive a Cart, or milk a Cow: : 
And always had good Share of Plow, 1 
When having ſpent in Toil the Payr 
At Night he d whiſtle home his ** ! 


It happen d once upon a a Time, Js PIER 


Poſſeſs d with Learning moſt labile, 
Hodge converſation d with the Devil, 

Who ſerv'd poor Haage a Trick moſt cken 
Indeed the Devil, ſay you . 
And you ſhall hear how by and 7. N 


Roger coming Home one Night, Sirz 4 
With a waundy Appetite, Sir; | 
 knpatient Gut exciting, age 
Breaks out in this Sollloquy: 8 


3 por of "I s T 


Of all the Dainties Eating s good in, 


"IS x 


And now and then, brave hearty Cheer! 
A Jugg of Farmer Barley's Beer, 
Than which there's nought can better pies 


+ Well bung'd with Lunch of Bread and Cheeſe. 


There's none compar\d with: Beef ee 


But 


\ 


kt * P. 


© But let me Ek . P Kader e 87 5 
« There's all the Beef left, boil'd for Der: 


„Oh! Beef thou Source of all Delight, | 
Witch thee III a my Soul this Night?” 


Hodge bein ng arr 
Where 1* had left boil'd Beef 1 
T” his. great Surprize and ſmall Relief, 


He found that ſome damn'd han "gy, Thief, 


Had made away with all his Bee 

Ok! how he ſtorm'd and made a Rout, _ 
Could he but find the Villain out 
Howe'er, he ſwore he'd have an Anſwer - 
The next Morn from cunning Man Sir: 
But how he made it up with Belly, 

I will as brief as may be tell ye; 

And, without any more ado, 

'The Sequel of on Tale purſue, A 


At laſt, Gays Hodge, and ſerateh'd his Head, 


a An I go Supperleſs to Bed? 
No,—let me ſee 
; * wou'd gratify my Deſire -. 
"Tis found——and having ten a Skillet, _ 
With Milk and Flour he haſtes to fill it; | 
Of which, a Meſs all of a ſudden - 
He made and call it haſty 4+: 
And of it having eat molt manful- 
77 about a three Quart Pan-full; 

Roger began to be at reſt, _ 
And ſo betook himſelf to Neſt, - 
How ſweet's the Life of rural ane 
What Bliſs ſucceeds. their daily Pains? 
His homely Hut, twice fifty Suns, Reg Li 
Hae ſtood unviſited by Duns; * wy 
And no Importancy of State 
Affairs perplex' d his peaceful Pate, 


i'd at Pan try-Door, MV" 


a Spark of Fire ay 
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e 
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Fer 
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ety Ott Ho tres eee 
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Thoudt know next wat W e 


„ Tt: 0. 1 
For let em go, Sir, per wh. CERES 


Roger 18 /emper- idem ſtill. 17 my a b T0 


But lo! about the Dead of Night,” 


141 


A hideous cloven - footed Sprite Ver? 


Appear'd to Hodge, with ſtretch' d · out Clans, 3 
And out o' Bed he ſtraightway draws „n 


The poor and harmleſs crembling wh: 


64 


| Mumbling forth his Pray'rs amain : 


< Pm Pluto, Swain, the Phantom ſaid; 
. Come, follow me, be not diſmay d. 
With cringing Bow and great Submiſſion, 


* * 
* 


Hodge was behind, the Devil before, 
Making their Exit out at Door; 
You wou'd ha' burſt your Sides with e 


44 


To ve ſeen the Clown creep quiy ring. e 


Into che Orchard Pluto goe : 
With his black A tow As Hodg, ges Nat, 
Where, pointing to an ancient Tres, Bf hal; 

* Roger, hard by that Root, ſays he, 


There lies.a Fund of Gold for thee.” ain 
At that a Smile o erſpread his Face, 1 


And Hodge began. to've Heart of "gy w 15 
And thus accoſts the gen'rous Devil, $40 e id 
< Faith, Maſter Pluta, this is civil, O24 


And I ever ſhall endeayour oo GD 
To recompenſe this wond'rous 8 


* But, old tho'——flay——how wall I find; 


The Place a eo, no Mar rk behind? 5 
tis 


Good Sir, not 100 > much Trouble, 
Will you tell me chat, Be Bubble.“ 
Sh. te near the Place, and on 75 Word, 


#;. A 
An 


He fait obeys the dreadful Vin. LIN AI 


21 . | 


tap 

Hedge 1 a Shift, I know not Ho oy Ty 

To thank him with an awkatd B Bow ;. pus ot do ad 2 
Then ſtrain'd the Token there 10 Ws, 85 n | GO 

And ſtrait the Devil Hou away. 20 ts + IT 


Y 
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LY : 

FILL 
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Roger in the Mornin ing wal, Fats la b it's 8 
His golden Pudding be ing bad, ttt g et 
And rubb'd his 32 nd rai'd his Head, *. 3 ms bit 


And found a ſwinging * N in 2 Bed. 


2 P I 0 R A N. . 
Mop/a whipping her Scarf on, eue any to e ; 


ark, | 
And cries, for a Fenut I'll paſs i in the ak. 
Wich her Hvop ſpreading 1 and her foft-oothe 
ing Tale, | 
She knows her coarſe Features may e prevail. 
Well, ＋ Baggage Plays arch, thus to, wound in 


ight, 8 
Since =. Face would ſtrike arab if reveal'd | in the; 
. Light. n wennn L v \ | -cr2 
: 8 7 
4 L 4 % DE. WIL AD! 
TEL 
better ſelf, my Heav'n, br A 
wail, nt * 15 8 25 
Tranſported in 8 circling Adkins r 
With freſh Variety of Charms, -/ 


From Fate I ſcarce can think to crave 
A Bliſs, tor what in thee. I have. 
Twelve Months, my Dear, are paſt, ſince hoy. * 
Didſt plight to me thy Virgin Vow; ͤm·rinr +, 
Twelve Months in Rapture ſpent! far * 5 
Seem ſhorter than St. Lucy's Day; 
A bright Example we ſhall prove 
Of lating Matrimonial Love. 


3 


Mean 


0 > x 
c v2, 1 : 
Mean While, I the Gods e $7 
{The only a 5 Aa 
Thy 1 may not ſarviye,. to-ſee | | Fol 71 7 1 
My Hap mel expire with the. oa 
mould I loſe my deareſt Dear, a 
By fr and all that's good\Ir{wear, © N 
ra ive myſelf the fatal Blo.πC ... 
nd waft thee: to. the Workd Ee (ADR enn i 
| When V heal thus to Panty in Bed 5 | 
| Spoke the beſt Things he e er had read, 
Madam (ſurpriz'd, you moſt ſuppoſe 10 : 
Had lock d a Templar in the Ihe; 2 
A Youth of pregnant Parts a orth, 


| To play at Picguet,—and—io.f0 8 
This Wag, when hg had heard, the dan. 1 
Demurely to the Curtains ſtole; | 
And peeping in, with ſolemn Tone 1 345 N 
e Man, thy Day are dons... 8 
E Gods are fearful of the - ants Yes ef | 
And fend we, Deach, . to fetch thes firſt 
2 ſave their Fav vit From Self, Murder : „ 
Lo! thus execute their Order. Ow 
Fold, Sir, for ſecond 'Thqughts are beſt, 
The Huſband eryd; tis my Requeſt, - 
With Pleaſure &g 69, qrolong.my r W 
Your Meaning? Pra Pies hey wie. 


Wonen the 2 Polit iician, 


4 . et EY Ks va b . oy 7 1 


* 1 
EEE ES, 


7s bd Ga4rd 4 Tait, 13 1 
One Night Wa Sus and 8 We. = 
A Bargain ſtruck in haſte to wed; | 
A 9 was ſtak'd, the Pair — WS A! 
Too their Pledge who fiſt repented.. . e - 


ü 43 1 


Time, for the Matrimonial Farce 


To-morrow e -Nzp 1 an Ales | 
Of bad the beſt poor/Sux N makes, MN BE 
And angry claims' n ne 15 ot | 

Nev: ali, paid it as agreed, 15 15 N 1 

Of . to be freed; . 

Quoth he — fort — emmy 76 977 ff $28 fv? 


A cheap Diworcament from a H © 


The crafty Quean, who feign'd While, 

Soon anſwer' d with a jeering Smile. 

Ah Fool] tis rl you i telemted, 

Id loft had you but ane contented 5 

Gladly your Freedom I pay” i 
One Chilling Jpend——and Sooke Fears OT A 


Ladies lay Ovip's Rules apart, | 
In Love learn thrieftier Sus ax +,” iP 


E IGR A NM. 


Giles TJelrnsfecping in his Cart ks 5 Pe 21 
Some pilf'ring Villains ſtele his rene LA T5 
GiLEes wakes and ere. what's: —__ A dy 
| what! | nr 220% 
„% Why how now, am — ale 


"ae, 
I, 


* 1f be—Pueloftiix sto my Smart; 
* if ane bees, Perg erer Cart, | 
Won 8 Riſalwion... 1A 


Oh, cried AR3ENIA, long in Wee bet, 1 n 

Her Head recli on her Huſband's Breaſt, x 

Shou'd Death divide thee from — ö 

What Comfort could be found in widow'd Life? © © 

How the R ſhakes mean n 

 _ PHON ſave 

Or give the loſt Axaznta hull his Grave! "1 = 
Feet: 


* is W * 
> . 
= 
N 
3 
1 


1 N % Wh 172 34 Y 
 Jovs heard the 3 Mourner, aud approv 4. 
i not Wives, aid he, like this, 40 lov «> ? 
Take the ſoft Sorrower at her Word and tr 
How firmly rooted Female Truth can li. 
l ier ys and Gage: the ain Srasrner- | 
| * 
AxsENIA two long 8 him N „ 
But i in padre third, —_ became à Bride. 
= | G 8 . W 1 8 5 1 
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Fil, an your Glaſs which empyy ſtands: 

= Te oy Empty it, and let it paſs: e 
= For I hate to ſee in People 8 Hands, | "of 
. A full or empty Glas. „ 


* i. 4 - * 


A Modern Paſtoral cue. 


In vain mall Criticks, Wits, or + Braut, F 2 
Their Want of Senſe in Songs expoſe; | 
Tn vain ſhall ſpruce good-natur'd Cits, 

In Wigs of Taſte, ſet u or WEI ©... mins.) 
? In ſe es Rhimes, 8 Strains, VIC 108 1 


Iu0« ſing of "_ and Darts, and 8 
Of cruel Ny Phe „and bleeding SwWwains. 
Dull Wretches! only taught to matter, 
And murder Caopies-drawn from Nature; 3 
Tho' Love's a Gba tis long ago 
He uod to ramblehere r 
Since when, each Nymph's as great a Queen as. 
E'er was his jilting Mother Venus; -- 
Each Swain s a dull illiterate man, 9 
„Nor kneels, nor dies for any Woman. 
'Tho' ancient Bards their —.— did a y 
In * of fair Arcadia, 


FE: 


3 


uſt 


Muſt we take Badfordſbire to be 


161 


A flow'ry Plain inJtaly? | 

Or write Clariſſa or Lucetta, 

For what in Fact is Moll, or Betty. - 
No, —if in theſe degenerate Days; 

The World is ſunk to viler Ways; e 
Let's put no Face on a bad Matteerrr,,ĩr 

To make our Cireumſtances better. : | 
But till exactly follow Nature. 8 | 
Yet ſhould (as T ruth forbids) the Muſe 
Begin as modern Songſters uſe, N 

In pompous Stile would run my Tak. e eee 

* Faſt. by a Willow in the Vale, Ac le 

Fair Phæbe fighing ſat alone, 

And by her Colin made her Moan. | 

But thus I am not pleas d to make it, 

Then as I write, or leave or take it. 

In Country Vill of little Note, 

From London's. noiſy Town remote, 

Two Farmers liv'd both rich in Health, 

And all the Village was their Wealth, - '- - 2 
Their Houſes, Barns, and Acres Job's, - ach 7 | 

| S2 


j om 


As mutual Intereſt inclin 1 

For both were happy in an equal Mind. 1 
Each kept his Nag, and each his Team, I > | 
And weekly. each to Market came, 

To Dunſtable a Town of Fame. 

The one a rofy Daughter had, 

The other's Bleſſing was. a Lad; 

Well made he was of Stature thick, | 

His Age was twenty, and his Name was Dick? 
He was a Loon, well ſkill'd and knowing | 
In th' Arts of reaping, and of mowing, 


* ? » * 
| 7 H And 
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Lines N cali from a Manuſcript Poem,. 
— highly *PP roved by ie Author, 


JJ of Ry: 
And none than him cou'd better know - 
To wield a Flail, or hold the Plough; + 
At Mart he'd hay gle for a Farthing, 
That none could beat him at a ben 3oang 
Beſide theſe Qualities a many - 1 
He had, to fave his Father's Penny: 

For having read, (as galnſt his Need 

' Dick,” when a Boy, had learn to 1088 


One Doctor, what do ye call him's-Treatiſe, 


He knew the whole Sow-ge/der's Theſis; 
Could bleed a Horſe, or ring a Sow, 
Or cure the Sigknels of a Hows: 5 
And when th' Infection fpread the Nation, 
Sav'd all about from the 1 92 
Could e'en in rainy Seaſons ke 
The Murrain from among the She 
Do all theſe Things, tho Richard OE,” 
The Girl was in her Way as good; : 
A tight young Houſewife, neat and Clean, 
Her Name was Moll, her Age Fifteen, 
She'd cook to Nicety a Diſh 
Of roaft, or boil'd, or Fowl or Fiſh | 
Full well cou'd brew, as well cou'd bake, 

Could Elder-Wine or Cyder make: | 
And ne'er a Laſs fo as Mary, © 
To make new Cheefe, or keep D 
At Market too it is confeſt, 
She ſold her Eggs and Butter beſt; - 
Cou'd too whene'er the Cafe was urgent, 
Perform the Bufineſs of a Surgeon; 
Could make a Julep for the Phthiſick, 
Or boil a Purge by Way of Phyfick; 

She had a Salve that e A could cure 
Kib'd Heels, or any kind of Sore; 


| : 


She gave her Patients, Prunes or Sego © 


1 And had a Sn for the Homes 
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Which from her Great Great Grandmother, 2 


Had now deſcended down to her; 
Beſide, ſhe kept for every End, 
All modern Empiricks can vend; | 
All box'd, or bottled up moſt fafely, 
Of Greenough, Godfrey, or of Daffy; 
The black Sheeps Turds of par. 
Or Bal/am ſtale of Turlington : 

All which ſhe gave moſt gen'rouſly, 


To“ Taſker's Wives, that could not buy: 


The good old Folks had long agreed, 
This Couple ſhould each other wed; 


And thinking now their Age would do, 


'Twas Time they had begun to Woo; 
And rightly both conceiv'd the Son, 
Should to the Daughter be ſet on; 


That firſt the Man ſhould win the Maid, 


Tho' laſt he gains the bridal Bed. _ 
55 Father, ods my Life! 
My A. what ſay*ſ thou to a Wife? 
Hold up your Head, as I'm alive, 
You're like a Man of Twenty-Five, - 
Nay, Father do not count ſo faſt, 
For my Share I'm in no ſuch Haſte, 
Quoth Dich, but let us reckon fair; 


Dick, quoth 


Next Graſs our jolting crop'd ear'd Mare, 


Is One and Twenty; now d ye ſee, 
That I am juſt as old as ſhe; _ 
Tho' for a W ife, if you think well, 
And I ſhould hap to like the Girl, 
Egad, tho” I'm in no ſuch Hurry, 
] 2 t care much if I ſhould m 
How ! like her Dick! w 
To 4 Molly oer the e 3 
2: 
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Humph! | 


* Threſher Men. | 
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et de me ths bur how del knows | * | 


Whether ſhe may like me or no? N 


Why, Dick, 1 Vain to gueſs C1 PST 4 


At Women 5, y Appearances;" . 
So dreſs yourſelf up cleam and tight, 


Ard go and afe her that to Night: £03 


Nay,” hold Jes hold ye, Patience, Father, [432 SY 
Pie not in ſo much Hurry were 17 ns A vt 


We'll put it off another 
Th call 55 


Foften go that Way | 

Next Week as Diet from Market eine, 
Whiflling along alide his Team; 
Pth*Yard young Molly milking fat, 1 3 075 
He flop'd, and leaning o'er the Gate, | 
Cries out aloud, Ho! Mary] pray 
Wouldſt have me for a Huſband ? _ 5 $3. dhp# 4c 
The Maid ne*er-courted-in ſuch Guiſe,. 
As loud unto the Clown replies, 
J have you, ſimple Richard! No—- 16 10 
Then gee up D Dolbin,. we muſt go, _ 
Quoth Diet, then whips. his Team mo, 
And recreates them with a Song. - 

Nor Love can give a Moment's Smart. 

Nor ü unn bis * 


r 


Erie en Fe pure. Ws "IH 


That F—te Dy Aſs took off, Fu RI: goes; > 

And W—d bray'd, but ſaulled i in the No 

To whom their Umpire <ry 1 K. Feser, Peace, yort 
Puppy, 

F—te's the rue i 4 egen but bs Copy. 
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"ks Lo and hi bos. 
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Man of preqebloiieBhidararyaie," Tart 


Treats other Creatures with Diſdain: 
Nor Pag, nor Shock, have common Senſe, 
Nor even Poll the leaſt Pretence, Jo 
'Tho? ſhe can chatter, prate and 18 

To be accounted rational. . 
The brute Creation eden 

It ſeems is Nature's Puppet-ſhow : 

But Clockwork all and meer Machine 
What can theſe idle Gimeracks mean? 
Ye World-Makers of Greſbam- Hall, 

Dog Rover ſhall confute you all; : 
Shall prove, that ev'ry reas'ning Brute, 1 
Like Ben of can diſpute. 
Can apprehend, judge, ſyllogize, 


And like proud Bentley criticiſe: 3 "At 1 * \ I 


At a moot Point, or odd Diſaſter, 
Is often wiſer than his Maſter: 
He may miſtake ſometimes, tis true, 
None are inſallible but you. 
The Dog whom nothing can miſlead, 
Muſt be a Dog of Parts, indeed. 
But to my Tale. Hear ye my Fritad, | 
And wy one Gravity attend. 
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_ Rover, | 
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* The Biſhop of Banger, then a gieat Diſpatant. 
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Fo, | «When tainted Gales the:Game haway, 


„ A thou 


8 | gree * | 
Well born, and-f the 1 918 

: | Ra high, was ſtout, of Noſe deute, 

A very learn'd and Greg e 34S 


In parallel Lines the Groundheb 
Not ſuch as in one Center'meet, © 

In thoſe, let blundering * Doors HAR 
+ His were exactly parallel.. 


Down cloſe he- drops, and eyes his N | 
Tho? different Paffions tempt the Soul. 2338 
True as the Needle to the Pole, 1423 4 
He keeps his Point, and panting 
The foang Net aboye him flies, 
Then dropping ſweeps the flutt! Fs : 
Nor this his only Excellence, 
When ſurly Farmers took Offence, 1 
And the rank Corn the Sport deny'd,. or VC een 
Still faithful to his Maſter's Side. 
pretty Pranks he pla TIER Mit bp pag” 
And chearful each Command obey d:. 
Humble his. Mind, tho? great his Wit, 7 
Would lug a Pig and turn the Spit: 


13 0 } 25 8 
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Would fetch and carry, leap o ler Sticks. 5 
And Fifty ſuch diverting Prices. Os WIS 


Nor Partridge nor wiſe'Gadbury; bog 5 0 55 
Could find loſt Goods ſo well as her . 15 


Bid him go back a Mile or more, Fes e 


And ſeek the Glove ou dropt before, Ter n 
Still his unerring Noſe would wind it, - e 
If above Ground, : audi ſure to find it, 4 all "PC 
Whimp' ring for Icq his Mater meet, Tate + 
> os d humbly lay ns (eng 5 * * enn 5 
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1 Pr. 88 about that Time, in ; x Sermons 
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But hold; it cannox be de yd. ar TOS 21 | 


= 
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But uſeful Talents miſapply*d, "22D 
May make ſad Work it Pee ons ee sed 


Squire Lob his Maſter took hie . 90 
New ſhav'd, and ſmug, and very tilt. 


To compliment a neighbouring Knight et 
With him, obſequigus Rover trudg d, : 7-126 
Nor from his Heels one Moment budg'd=.* : + 1-1! 


Half Way they travell'd fair and ſoft. 


But Oh! lifting his Leg aloft if 88 wach 107 


To climb a Stile; ron oh See . 


He ſlip'd a Button, and 22 17 100 
Oh ſad! his Draw'rs clean waſh'd and white, + 6/314 
(The Dev'l ſure ow'd poor Lob a Spite) x; N 
Moſt woefully bedaub'd, he moans ' s 
His piteous Caſe with Sighs.and. Genes 750 3A 


To loſe his Dinner and return, 21% 1 


Was very hard, not to be borne 42 5 > 164k A 
| Hunger, they fu „Parent of Arts, . W v1.54 
Will make a Foo a Man of Parts; wo 18178 
The ſharp-ſet Squire reſol yd at lat, r ert 127 
Whate'er. befel him, not to faſt. 3 1 I 


He mus'd a-while, chaf'd, ſtrain'd his vs Wits, 4; freak 
At late ante 1 408 e hita-— A Toei Wett 
: 2121 * 25 wer 4 FE 

To the mant Brook Wich fabat a * 7511 7 


He tends, preparing to uncaſe n: 


Stradling and muttering all the War. 
Curſing t'himſelf the ph ers Dae i. 011d Dont ol 


The Coaſt now clear, no Soul in Vie. 


Off in;a Trice his Breeches drew; 
More leiſurely his-Draw'rs for Care... 2 iT 


And Caution were convenient there. PR 3 : „ | 


At length, with Pain the Wark. atchiev' . 4100 


152 2 IE 2.44 \ 


He rubs and ſcrubs the Parts. griev'd;.. ' 8 | 
Then with nice Hand: and Loo 85 A 


Rowls up his Draw'rs with their . we 


em 4 9. * e 
And hides them in a Bath, e tun 
Reſolv'd to fetch the hidden Treaſarez | 1 Rei 
While truſty Rewer lay hard by, n rad 
eee e eee i ee 


| Now rigg'd. again, once more a Bean, . 
And Matters fix d in Statu uo; " "To or” OE RIP 
Briſk as a Snake in merry May, 5 
That juſt had caſt his Skin away ae E 


Gladſome he caper'd o'er the Groen, | 
Preſuming, he was ſweet and clean: 
For Oh! among us mortal Elves, 

How few there are ſmell out themſelves! | Yo FORE 
With a Moles Ear and Eagle's Eye, 150 9 
And with a Blood Hoend's NOK we fly, ; "37 
At others Faults implacably; ona 
But where's that Ear, that Bye, that Noſe 1 e. 
Againſt its Maſter will d en 
Ruddy Miſs Prue, with Golden Hain, 263 ag 
| Stinks like a Pole-Cat, or a Bear 4 e 

Yet romps about me ev*ry Day, 2-39; eee e 
=  Sweeter ſhe thinks than new- made Hay. Sf RW" 
Tard Playfble, at Tom's and r b 
| Whoſe pois' nous Breath, in Whiſpers Kills” - ; 
Still buzzes in my Ear, nor knows © - 1 
What fatal Secrets he beſtows; 526 8 den ed 6 
Let him deſtroy each Day a Score, reger 
Tis mere Chance-medly, and no more. 88 
In ſhort, Se/f-love bribes every Senſe, © 
And ee is d dl | POOL TED BAR 
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| The Spur antiv, in decent Pight gn, 
With Reverence dye; falutes the Knight. 10% 40 


. | Compliments paſt, the Dinner Bell 15 * 5 
Rung quick and loud; harmonious 1 eke 


5 , 1 Ao * 8 oo | 84 1 „ I 
8 4 : * z x . 1 1 4155 a 3 WIR E 14 » 


; IT: 5 + (+ F200 

To greedy Lob! even Orpheu? Pt # uf b 2 

Did ne' er 1 rapt rout Joys inſpire; 0 1 * 

Tho? this the Savage Herd obe7ß ß 

That Hunger turns more fierce than they. IE 

In comely Order now ap 

The Footmen loaded with good Chear; ; 

Her Ladyſhip brings up the Rear. _ Ws 

Sinai ſhe liſps, your Thervant Thin . 
ays are bad, one cannot ſtir _ Ty res re Wop 

Abroad, or twere indeed unkind, | an 

To leave good Miſtreſs Los behind! * 

She's well, F hope? Maſter they gt 

* Comes on apace; howth's Miſs I Bee 

Leb bow'd, and cring'd, and muttering low, 


Made to his 8 would fain fall too. 


Theſe we hty Points adjuſted bon, N 
y brandiſhes her Spoon. 1 . 
n Lob pleas'd with his Treat, "PF? 
Too near the Fire had choſe his Seat, 
And minded nothing but his Meat: 
When oh! th' Effluvia of his Bum, 
Began amain to ſcent the Rom, 1 
Ambroſial Sweets, and rich Perfume! 
'The 8 Footman ftopp'd his Noſ e. 
The Chapl 255 too, under bs Raſe, - W 
Made awkward Mouths—the Knight took Snuff, 
Her Ladyſhip began to huff; | SEES, 
Indeed, Sir John, nay, ood my Dear, „ 
* Tis wrong to make 5. % ghd here; 4 
Dogs in their Place, are good, 1 n, Ain 
But in the Parlour, Foh! be gone.” — 
Now Rockwood leaves th' unfiniſh'd Ros. at 
Baniſh'd for Failings not his own! 1 
No Gies ev'n Fia ther could obtain, 
And favourite Virgin fawns in van. 
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"Tt % 1 | 
1 to che Stran ger kind, 
Leave truſty Rover ſtill deb: 

But Lob, Who would not ſeem to be 
be Defective i in Civility; 

For the Removal of all Doubt, | 
Knitting his Brow, bids him get out; 


da By. Signs expreſſes his Command, 2 


And to the Door points with his Hand, 


The Dog, or thro? Miſtakake, or Spite, 


(Grave Authors have not ſet us right) 
Fled back, the very Way he came, 
And in the Buſh ſoon found the Game: 
Brought in his Mouth the ſav ry Load, 
And at his Maſter's Elbow ft '> 

- O Zeb! what Idioms can expreſs + 
Thy ftrange Confuſion and Diſtreſs ? 


When on dhe Floor the Draw'rs diſplay 4 
The fulſom Secret had betray d. 


No Traytor, when his Hand and Seal | 
Produc'd, his dark Deſigns reveal, 
' E're look'd with ſuch a hangin Face, 


4. Zed, half. dead with this Difgrace: 
= Wild flaring, thunder-ſtruck, and dumb, 
While Peals of Laughter fhook the 4 


Fach Saſh thrown up to let in Air, 


The Knight falls backward in his Chair; 


fi Laughs till his Heartſtrings almoſt crack, 


The Chaplain holds his Sides and oxen % 


Her Lachſbip begins to call 
For Hartſhorn, and for Aligal: 


The Servants chuckle at — Door. 


And all ũs Tumult and Uproar. ff 


* Rover, who now began 
As conſcious of his fo n to quake, 


+ Truſts to his Heels, to ſave his Life, 


The Spuire ſneaks Home, and beats his an. 


7 


TW tk. 
* : 
A Political Converaareoine W 8. | 


Wrote in the: Time LY; the late da, 5 


As Tun bs Porter went up Ludgate: Bally 
A ſwinging Show'r oblig'd him to ſtand ſtill; 
So, in the Right-Hand Paſlage thro? the Gate, 
He pitch d his Burden down juſt by the Grate, 
From whence the doleful Accents ſounds away, 
Pity the poor and bengy Debrors proy. Wo 

To the ſame Garriſon from Paul's — 
An half-drown'd Soldier ran to mount the Guard: x | I 
Now Tom (it ſeems) the Ludgateer and be, „„ _ 
Had all been old Acquaintance formerly, = 
And as the Coaſt was clear by clondy Weather, 


'They quickly fell into Diſcourſe together. * 5 ty ad 
Twas in ene whos. the i glad Cl, > *M 
Had got to Derbyſhire from Preſton Pas; 3 v1 ih 


And ſtruck all Lenden with a gen ral Pann 
But mark the Force of Principles ey 1 
The Soldier told *em freſh the City New, 
Juſt piping hot from Szockjobbers and Jams; .) A 
Of Hard Fleets . and of Dutch Neutran- 5 

ity, 
Of Jealouſies at Court amongft the W Se 
Of Swarſton- Bridge, that never was pull'd down, i 
Of all the Rebels in full march to Town; 
And of an hundred Things beſide, that made 
Lord Mayor himſelf, and Alaermen afraid: | 
=" with many an Oath, the Caſe in View, 

d the Porter what eng to do? 


Do? 


T” 


oy 8 Wy | 2 i al | 0 IF 
-Do? Gow wg i 1 I aid 3 
What I have done theſe Thirty Years 4 mort, 
Carry, (as I'm like to do) my Pack, 
Glad to maintain my Belly by my Back; * 
If that but hold I care got; for my Part, 

Coms ks come will, Fne'er ſhall break my eas; 
I don't fee Folks that fight about their Thrones, 


Mind either Soldiers Fleſh, or Porters Bones; - 


Whoe er gets better when the Battle's fought, 
Thy pay nor mine will be advanc'd a Groat: 
But tq the Purpoſe———now we are met here, 

1. ” Penny teu rat inal hed Beer. 


The Soldier, touch'd 2 little with g * 


To ſee his Friend's Indifference, *r "replies, 

What you ſay, Brother, to be ſure is good, 

But, our Rel! We Tom, (G- d dn my Blood:) 

What will become of our Religion? True! 
Says the Jail- Bird. and our Freedom "003 -: 

If the Pretender (rapt he out) eomes on, 
rene and Properties are gone? | " 297 


And ſo the Soldier And the Prifonts join'd, ._ 
To work up Tom into a better Mind; 
He ſtarin phi Loud a with Wonder ſtruck and „ 
* * Load and . d1 int the . 
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A 97 1 | 
The County. JUSTICE. 


Sir John, + a Country Magiſtrate, | 

Of good rowhnd Belly, hob'ling Gait, 
Well known at ev'ry merry Meeting, 
Fam'd both for Juſtice and for Eating 
Was moſt ſevere, as Stories tell us . 
Againſt the younger, ſprightly Fellows: 
When frolickſome (for Boys are wild) Wy 
They chanc'd to get the Maids with Child? 
Would ſternly take the Cauſe in Nad N 
And both 'the Parties reprimand, pk. 
With utmoſt Rigour would enforce 05 
The rigid Laws that came in Courſe, | 
Nor ever in the leaſt excuſe | 
That flight aux par ſo much in Uſe: 
And yet by ſome twas ſhrewdly thought, 
That he himſelf was ſometimes 4 

| For by the neighbours was it faid, 

He was familiar with his Maid. Pat 
But ſtrangely Time brings Things about, | 
As Murder ſome ood Time will out- 
And ſo it hap'd, one luckleſs Night, 
When Love unuſual fir'd the es. | 
His Poſt ſo boldly he maintain'd, 
The fatal Proofs of it remain'd; 
For ſcarce four Months were gone and =Y 
E'er Betty ſwelPd about the Waiſt; 
But warn'd before of this Diſaſter, | 

n The fearful Wench inform'd her Maſter; | 

| Who (as it is the Sinner's Way _ 

To put far off the Evil Day)  _ 

2 Negle&s her till ſo large it made her, 

: That to the Neighbours it betray'd her. 

p Now good Sir Fob begins to ſtirf, 

; | * trembles for his b 


wr 


5 


1 50 1 HE ab 
1 Adviſes Betiy 'y, Fall of Care, 
=. The Baſtard not on him to ſ wear: 
I bat if ſhe'll put Diſgrace aſide, — 
He'll for the Child and her provide. 
Beriy, whoſe Conſcience wond'rous nice is, 

Was puzzled in this ſhameful Criſis: + 

But Truth beyond her Virtue prizes, 

And th' Offer ſecretly deſpiſes; . 
Vet, as her Circumſtances lay, 
Conjectur'd twas the wiſeſt Way, 
Reſentment and her Thoughgs 1 to ſmother, 

And ſay ſhe'll lay it on ano 1 0 

The Knight thus eas'd, Rat cuks each Whore, 
And Pa with Juſtice as before; 
And tho} oft old of Betty's Failing, | TY: 1 10 
Pretends to diſbelieve their Railing, 4. 
Till Time run on, and Betty grew, "a 
So large to each impartial View, „ £7 22 
That now the Danger was the ſame, 
| ee the cautious Knight's good ne, 
"= hen now, to keep his Fame, * 3 
And order'd Bey to be brought. E ra; 


1 


The Quorum rk the bluſhing Wench, 
In Publick ſtood before the Bench. 
= | Sir Jobn, who thought himſelf ſecure, | 
= Began to thunder out his PoW r. 
= Demands aloud, who had beguil' d "4 WT TY 
= 'THh unhappy Maid, and got the Child 
Ihe Book's held out, ſhe ſtoops to kiſs it, 
And it I muſt diſcloſe whoſe is st. 
"She cry'd, that hath my Truth beguil's, 1 i 
Sir Jobe is Father to the Child. 8 
Now ſudden Grief, Surprize, and 8 
O'erwhelm the Kni ht, and blaſt his eu Te. 


The Tale each ſland'rous i "_— N e 
And tolls the Story as it tellsj jn & 15 / 


And Shame increaſes as it flies. 


* . £5 5 = | 
[99 ] „ 
To Truth they add a thouſand Lies, „ 


Girls now unpuniſh'd ſtain the Gown, © ®. 2 ö | 
And Baſtards [warns bh r the Down. 35 Romy 


; 5 he Cautious Marv. T0 #1 
Eier Richard long had Nelly woo'd,. TIN | 
And figh'd, and eb and hin d 45 fu % . 
The buxom Wench began to feel | 11 B50 7 


3 


Thoſe Paſſions, Dict A feign d 80 well; pets x l * n 
Which now, he ſaw, with Karich 'd He... 
And thought the happy Moment nigh; > 4 ; „ 
In Fancy joy'd the future Bliſs, | ny 3 2 
And cloſer preſs d the melting Kiſs, - 
At length, the warm, impatient 8 „„ 
No longer could his Flame reſtrain; . FAT. 
But urg'd, in, plainer Terws, the Maid; 
And ſtole at Midnight to her Bed. wie Hs 
Here down he kneel'd; and, all on Fire, {5k 
Awak'd the Mee nn $ fond Deſire: be 
And yet, ah! do not, now ſhe cries, 
Ah! do not force me, Swain, to rie. = 
Oh! no, the eager Youth reply ., + 1 {! 
I mean to grace my Nelh's Sidedd. 
When now the Wen You, viewd” „ 3% 3 +4 23 «0 OSS 
Her Lover reſolute and'rude; „ 

For fear of future Grief a7 ii,” 3 * 
Made firſt this Bargain with the Swain, Fs > 2-7 _ 
Which, ſmiling, he engag'd y keep, N | = 
That fhe foo uld and; urked fee 5 . 22 
Thus, cautious Nell ch <= acute, 5 
(A Man's own Vows might ſure be truſted! 

If then ſhould follow Grief or Same 
Know hence, on whom ſhould fall the Blame; „ 
If Richard but his Bargain kept. 
Tl een, „ "oh 9 


* R 


"6 


5 e | The Cantermas Pre. p 7 | 
ht comic T A L E. 


A red- baird Plowman, Dich by Name, 
| Long Hv'd, and long had been in Love 


He bids her fix the nuptial, ay; 5 
Cries een, 


She faid-— tn Raptures, Richard flies. v5 1 


Wben now Kate's Maſter op'd the Door. 


- 
* 


A 


b wo]. 
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A Fe. 5 a | 6 ** 
Near 1 Town, of antient Fame, | 


With Kate the Cook-maid of the Grove... 
At length impatient of Delay, ; 


The bluſh: '"g Nymph o'erfpread with Gieals, 
ear Richard, when you pleaſe. 


To kiſs the Maid, and warmly, Cr es, : 
Had you but ſaid as much before _ 7 


For Shame, quoth ſhe, then rakes the Fire 


- Richard keep off, d'ye ſee the Squire. „ 


Dict turn'd, look'd FO leer d at Late, 
And crept up cloſer to the Grate.: 1 


Ihe Squire facetious, young and gay, f | 1 


Had Richard known before to Day, 


And thus began, Why Man ſo ſad? 7 bes 1 
What! does your Chriſtmas p rove ſo bad? $2 ON 


I don't know, Sir, quoth Dial, for that, 
(Biting: the Corners of his Hat) . 
Not quite ſo well one might defire. 


That's bad indeed, replies the Squire. 


Ilere, Kitty, quickly take the Key, 


And fetch the large minc'd Pie to me. i 125 


Aye do fo Kate, quoth Dick, behind. i * IS. 


And br ng the largeſt you can find. 


Wal ſtor'd with Sabie, Spices, rade f 


But, lo!” The promis'd Bleſſing comes, 


* 


Allaring $i 8 ht! 5 thus the Squires 5 

Come, Dick, here's ſomething I require, „„ 

To which if you will but complljyr.,.fſf / 

Your's ſhall be all the Chim. Pie.” ä 

What all? yes all, the Squire's Reply. 1; 8 
Know, Richard, then the Caſe is pd ER ao 
Po muſt forbear our Kate to D... 1 $4 
Quite from her dripping Pan ne iti b 4 
And never tell her more of Loo 1 OR 
Kate ſtar d at this; Dick caſt an 5 N © _ 
Firſt on the Wench, and then the Pie. e 1 
But Judgment not to form in Haſt e 
vn Permiſſion begs that he might taſte. 1 
Dick taſted, and the Taſte approv-ll. 
Then doubted which he better Iov- t.. — 
Women, tis ſaid, are good, E „% | "1 
but are they half ſo good as Pies? C 
To fix Reſolve he ſtrove in vainasn,˖ 08 
So wiſely aſk d to taſte again. e 
Again he taſtes, again appro ves, JG 
Nor longer doubts which beſt he loves: e 
The Trial's paſt, the Conflict's oer, 
And Kitty triumphs now no more. r 
' But fearing leſt the ſlighted Maid. 
Might lay the Ladle o'er his Head, 3 

He turns to th Squire and makes reply, 3 
Sir, if you pleaſe PIl take the ie. 
The Pie! 5 Squire repeats algüd, 8 
Well choſen, Dick, the Pie . 2 
At this enrag'd, the furious Cook + | * 5 Tel 
Faſt hold her pow'rful Rival took; oe - i — 
Dict knew her Strength, and hr 1 N i 
To hold as faſt the other Side: . 

Each pull d, nor pull'd at laſt in van, 

For oh! the Platter ſplit in wan. 
Dick mad at this fo fad Diſaſteerrr . 
Now d——d the Wench, and now her Matter; . 

* 1 3 ; n 


2 


gumpe, Core aloy l, und curſt his Fate, 
Then view'd the Pie—and fcratch'dhis Pate. 
* But when he ſaw the luſcious Greaſe, LES. 
The Fat and Plumbs o'erſpread the Place; 

To fave it from the Jaws of Tray, 
Whoſe liquoriſh Chops were faſt at Play; 
In Haſte he kneels upon. the Floor, 
And mutmuring calls his Kir Whore. 
The angry Nymph enrag d ane, 

Wich all her Foree at Richard flew, 
The Squire well Pleas d. ſtood 3 by.. 
And cned, O Dick, you've ſpoil' d the Pie. 
He turn'd his Head, and 's © to riſe, 
When oh! too fatal to his Fes * 
Kate to compleat his dire Diſgrace, 
With Pie all o'er beſmear'd his Face. 
Tray, willing not a Bit to looſe, 
Seizes faſt bold his plaiſter'd Noſe; 


l * "1 


Dick now began aloud to or 7 
And drives directly to the Door, 8 
Nor ſees the ter d Pie, nor angry Kity more. Ws 


: - 


The 1 Y A R. | 
An Henore TALE... 


Remote from Cities in e Town, | 
There liv'd an honeſt; but an hapleſs.Clown,.., 
| Hapleſs indeed! for if Report is. true, 

Th unhappy Man was wedded to a Shre w, 
And what perplex'd th' ill- fated Spouſe the more 
He fear d from Reaſon, that ſhe was a Whore: 


; How hard his Lot! who thus a Wife doth ed. . 


Alone to ſtun his Ears, and loaf his Head. 


- 


1. 103 T _—_— 

Fow many worthy Heads deſerve our Pity; " SER 

But Caltom {mothers Erin! in the Ci. 75 TY 2 
But to our r Tale—The Muſe each Name-c con- 

trives, 

The Huſband's Fa/per, Dorcas was the Wie's. 

Each Day Gallants came ſwarming to his Houſe; 

Each Day ſhe riots her unanſw'ring Spouſe; 

Who feels he ſuffers by th'unraly Dame, 

At home in Subſtanee, and abroad in Fame: 

He ſtrives to guard his Honour, and his Coſt; 

But gentle Admonition is but loſt; - 

Good Words he finds are thrown away in vain, - 

then bad he uſes, then but bad again. 

Now fully bent to ſtop this growing Evil, 

He plots to undermine this wily Devil; 

Lach Lover at th'accuſtom d Hour he watches, 

Fix d to-diſmember ev'ry one he catches. GA. 

Fruitleſs Reſolve! his Bus neſs he neglects,˖ ö 


And ſtrives in vain to track the wary Sex. 3 


She ſends to each Gallant her private Reaſons, \ 
Why Love muſt be deferr'd to ere Seaſons. 


Thus all the Huſdand's labour d Os diſ— 


jointed, © 
And thus his cunning Aims are diſappointeJ.. 
Yet ſo it's, that Time or Chance, 8 , Fo 2 
A hundred luckleſs Th ngs, a hundred Ways. 
"Fwas on 4 Day, when Bus neſs. d the 

Cloẽo n ; 
1wenty long Miles to a diſtant Market Town, 
Abroad he goes, at early Morning Light, 
And bids her not expect him home at Night. 
Dorcas could ne er let ſlip Tuck far Occaſion, 
But ſends x kind Gallant an Invitation. i: 
Ye comes, he treats, when ſhe for freſh Delight, 
Diſmiſs'd one Eover, for a new at Night, n 
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Mean time jogg aeg d Yue, on his bee 2 
A ſecond Refiaante, a ſorry Steed! 
_ Againſt whoſe Sides full oft the Spur was d. 
And croſs his Buttocks Laſh repeated laid. 
But e er on's Journey he had rode half Way, a 
Tir'd on the Road the panting Courſer la:: 
"the eaſy Amble having quite forgot, 4 

Nor Lat cou'd 54 50 hom reaſſume the Trot. 
Here then he leaves him, not too good to loſs 
And then his Journey on his Feet purſues. 
Now Jaſper was on Neighbour' s Errand ſent, . 
To pay his Landlord certain Sums of Rent: 
Full fifteen Pounds were in his Pocket told, 
No Matter which, in Silver or in Gold. © _ 
True ſays the Proverb, as myſelf have known, 
That one Misfortune ſeldom comes alone. 
Twas ſo with Fa/per, ſcarce his Horſe was f pent, 5 
But Robbers came and robb'd him of his Rent. 
He would have fought,. but thinking as I'm told, 
Ei Bones were his, and that was not the Gold: 

ave it calmly up, nor further car'd; . 

* omeward ſomewhat penſive back repair d. 
Thus as he travell' d, duſky Night came on, 
Or dark it was, or lighted by the Moon. 
But to the Muſe indulgent Pardon ſhow, 
She cannot tell you-—what ſhe does not know. __ 
But this we're told, that e er he reach'd his home, 


The doleful 207 Hour of Twelve was come: 


Much he's ſurpriz d, at ſuch a Time to catch 
The Door unbolted, ſhutting on the Latch. 
' Dorcas too buſy with her Lover's Charms, 
. Ne'er thought "af Doors, but ſlept within his Arms: | 
Now fell e dart in Jaſper's Brain, 

Tho? glad fo opportune he's Home again. 
"Ihe Creeps, 5 liſte ſtens at the Chamber Dorr, 
And overhears two n Noſes ſnore: 


— 
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Then from his Pocket drew a ſwinging Kniſe, 
Reſolv d to ſtab the Lover, or the Wite,. 
1 1 4M» 

But ſtopt to think before he ventur d on} - 


If aught could better in the Caſe be done. be 
Now Fear uſurp'd a Place in Jaſper's Breaſt, . 
And thus returning Reaſon doth ſuggeſt. 
Snppoſe I wreck my Vengeance, then may I - 2 


Perhaps for Murder on the Gallows dies =o 
Or on the Lover only, then my Wife 

Would ſooner take away than ſpare my 3 
Or f on both, I know not how to doube 

] hat Proverb, Murder ſome odd Time will ut. 
"Thus reas'ning, Vengeance he deferr'd till Morn + 
Softly retir'd, and ſtroak'd each budding Horn. 

At Neighbour's Houſe he ſpends the later Night, 
Home to return before the Morning Light.” '* 7 
At early Day he tliunders at his Door, 5 = 
But the Gallant was ris'n, and gone before. 4 


From her ſoft Sleep the treach'rous Dorcas wakes; 

And thro' the broken Pane i' tlie Caſement ſpeaks; ; 
As tho' fo chaſte, in th Abſence of Her Spouſe Y 
She could admit no Soul into the Houſe. = 


Who's at the Decor ! pray tell me who you are? __ 
"Tis I, quoth Zafper, I your Huſband dert. 
Then up ſhe-gets,; ſeems, glad that he is come, 12 is 
And with a Jud, Kiſs he s welcom'd home. 
o aJper moſt Men in Temper did excel, 

ut when provok d, could wield a Cudgel well, 
Enrag'd to ſee his Spouſe her Freachery, hee 
Cries, Darcas, who to Night did with you lie? 
None, jealous Monſter, with a Tofs ſhe cries. 
And all her Femper lightens in her Eye. 
Aha! cries 74%. (regaruleſs of her Brow) _ _ __.. 
My loving, faithful Spouſe, I've caught you now. 
Thus fully beat on taming of the Shrew, | 
lis Words were ſcaree precedent to a Blow.. . * N 1 


- 


© © Yetfed me beſt of all her Flock: 


1 


11 Hand he beta a knotted: taper . 1 


* 


With which he ſmartly lac d the jilting Drab. 1851 
Aloud ſhe bawt'd; 2 begg d him to refrain, N 


But ſtill he laſh d, and ſtill ſhe begg'd in vain: 
When as it hap'd, in middle of the Fray 

A Brother Clown (that chanc'd to paſs; that Way) | 
Zen was his Name, came in to part the Strife 
And aſk d why Jaſper thus abus d his Wife. 
Why! Ben, cries Jaßper, doſt thou afk me why? | 
Then laſh'd again, Ive caught her in a Lye, -- 
Is hing then alone] quoth Ben, the Cauſe * 


all this Noiſe, acm wondrous Waſte of Blows? 


No—not alone, oth 7a/per, honeſt ons 
It is n ſhe tie We — 


e LOUSE. 


41 


8s, OY ge ye et wy : if 


Born on a ſturdy Beggar's Smock, 
My Mother tho' of humble Show, 


* * 


One Ev'ning as the took her Bad | N 
In Alley blind, in hopes of Prey: 


A young Attorney ſaucer” d her Han 5 8 
; And ſtrait they went to am 'rous Flay. . 
; oat or to him I ſoon did he . | 
(Who felt me not when full 'of Son) {4 95 
By hi convey d I ſoon did taſte 1 
| e Pleaſures of an Inn Wk Court. 
| When he, doad drunk; in ths was bounds, 
I thought to ſup upon his 


| 'But to my great Surprize I 3 1 
"Twas all W Braſs! s 


i From 


3 | En 1 : » 
From thence ftrait to his Head I went, n 
Which made me ample Recompen ede 

Its Softneſs did my Heart content, W 
| RF 5} 


Tho' I obſcure, liv'd out of Sight, an N 
| Great Actions in my Life you'll finds e, e 
For I with wond'rous Art did bite 140%; 

The Man who cozen'd all Mankind. .* 
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To dine at Commons, Tivetus ſap, ee 
Still with my Maſter did I tradge, © 1 

I had my Share of ev'ry Cup - i 1:51 
And I have Rs before a Jodge. 15 | 


My Maſter having once a Cauſe,  - | r 
Where many Counfel were to pleadz - . = 
With roaring Skill t'evade the Laws, OBI ee Mm 
And make the Villain's Ways ſucceed.  _ _ 


-- 


I heard the Cauſe, and ſaw the Crowd, 
Sure Louſe was n&er fo toſs d about, 1079 

But when the Counſel pleaded loud, FFP 
I loſt my Senſes in the Rout, 554, 2-04. 0b 
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In vain into che Wig's Retreat, n 24% 
To ſhield me from the Noiſe I fly, „„ 

When thoſe Law- Organs but retreat. |. ai 
What Louſe * the Fright muſt e 


A Shout, they ſay, PRE d once the Air, 
And kill d the feather'd People round; OR | 
So when loud Counſel roar and ftare, 


No Fly can in the Hall be found. . | 
6 BY as : $K TE No 1 2 
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No Traps to catch the harmleſs Mouſe, | 
Or put the gnawing Rat to Death, 
A Lawyer need not crack the Louſe, 


Since _—_ can murder with their Breath, 5 


Fi 
39 


With we”, ado I left the ETA 


So tired that I ſcarce could tir, * 


d Wanting a Place I look'd about, 


”. 


And hid me in the Judge's Furr. 
n 


From him I to his Lady 
(I always lov'd the F r Sex beſt) 
There view'd each Part without Controul, 
a revell'd in I her Neck and break 


She, 3 in . Huſband's Aces frail, 
Indulg'd herſelf in Actions dark; - 


And while Love's Pleaſures did prevail, 


I left the Fair, and ns her Spark. 


By ue convey 4 I reach'd the Court, 
I never ſaw ſo fine a Show; - % 
Stateſmen I found of no apt. 
The Manly Belle, and Female Beau; 


To Tea- Tables I daily want, 
And heard the Tiule. tattle there 
Where all condemn'd with one Conſent, 


The Wiſe, the Modeſt, Brave and Fair. 


At dear Quadrille we often met, , 
The modiſh Ladies chief Delight, 

Where Winners ſmile, and Loſers fret, 
And peeviſh ſpend the tedious Night. 


Here 


, 
— 
* 


0 { 109 J No 
Here Ladies loſe what Tradeſmen claim; 
By Nightly Revels Beauty's marr'd, 
The Huſband' ane Joy and Fame, 
And Peace are barter d for a Card. 


With me theſe Parties ne er agreed, 
Who ever liv'd a ſober Louſe, 
So I reſolv d with utmoſt Speed, 


Townes my Mannor and OY af 


Strait to a Gameſter's Wiz I fog; 

A Man of noted Wealth nid Birth, 
Who when he loſt, ſo ſcratch'd his Head, 
- That] was almoſt claw'd to Death. 


A Coquette's Tow'r I then pelt, 


Whoſe Head a conſtant wagging kept, 


At Ball nor Play I ne'er could reſt, 
Nor ever once in Quiet ſlept. 


Then crawl into a Beau's Toupee, 
Who did his Manners fo unfold, 

His Hat was off continually, - 2 
That I was almoſt ſtarv d with cold. 


Beneath a City Belle's lac'd Quoif 
At Eaſe luxuriouſly I fed, 
9 ill cruel B cut me off, 


To eaſe the d Hh n $ Head. . 


The Lady bluſt to ſee me gal, | 
And angry B—— ſwore in French, 
Then ftrait ſhe did for Petty call, wy” 
And box'd, and thus abus'd the Wench. 


K 


You 
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Vou ar Llit, whoſe only Care © 
Is dreſſing me, in all this Houſe, 


Vet have I found, oh ſad Defpair! 
Upon my Head a' monſtrous bulk! 


My hideous Form they cenſur d mm 
Not one to pity me was found, 
Not one my Body dar'd to touch, | 
At fight of me, they ſeratch d al nals. 


* 
— 
** 
k mans 


Berg with utmoſt Haſte was ſent, - . 

My Ruin throlly to & (macht 

To execute the joint 9 9 
And throw me ſtrait into the Sree. i 


4 


There wrapt in Hair I ſadly lay, | 


My tortur'd Fancy fall of Pain, | b 5 ; ins. 


Till Molly Rag pals by that way, 
And kindly pRE'g me up again, 7 


Cinzed by her, I now live here 
Amidſt St. Giles's Louſy Pack, 

Exempt from evry anxious Fear, 
But the untimely, deadly Nen, 


So after all my Care and Strife, pigs 
Pleas'd like Mankind, like him in Pain, 


Both he and J muſt yield up Life, 
And _ turn to Duſt again. 


POOR DICK. 
A ALY: 


As Richard walk'd with Peers. hand m awd 


Reaſon cou'd ſcarce their fierce Deſires command, 


wt 


| ” His 


„ 
Mis wiſhing Eyes did his fond Longings tell, 
Her Breaſts with equal Longings roſe and u. 
Peggy was baſhful,. Richard was too flows + 
Both = 0 to tell avis With, yet hay . 
o .. 
In trembling Accents Richard thus begun, 
Peggy, your Beauty has my Peace undone; 
Where'er J go, you ſtill are in my Mind, | 
No other Thought can there Admittance find; My 
Or thraſhing here, or praying in the Pew, 
Your Image does my featter'd Thoughts purſue, * 
He ſaid ; and bluſhing turn'd his Face * 
To hear what Peggy in return would fa 
Who was overjoy d to hear the Swain 15 d. 
And was reſolv d ſhe would not lag behind. 
Richard, ſaid ſhe, 
I've often thought you Hands were ſoftgr much 
Than any Swain's that I did ever touch: 
Your pleaſant Eyes with greater i 
And CR Cheeks, and whiteſt Teeth are things 
Your ſhining Hair, in gayer Ringlets flows,.... 
And. every: Feature ſill tuperior ſhews, 
O'erjoy'd, the. Shepherd 5 the lovely Maid. 
| * lveh.bs with. wayto repaid. N 
** ee ee Gods! wich, we the, Colle 


And raiſe i in — Nod. 2 young Defre, 5 MY 
But he, who-never-knew the like before, Bs LP 
Broke into a vile Abuſe, and call d her Whorez 

To hawking fell, and wiping. of. his Mouth, ; 

And often ſwore, the Kiſs was quite uncouth;. - ..- 

Piggy, finding her Kindneſs thus abus' d, 

Of weak Stupidity the Swain accus d; 


Shew'd him hig Folly, and ber kind Intent. 


And — told him what that Softneſs meant; 


* 
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Riebard with Tears his Folly did 

And try'd each Art the Damſel to + vai 
But all in vain, Peggy wou'd ne er relent; 

Enrag'd, ſhe fwore ſhe would revenge the Trick, 

So ſent him packing oe: ä 9 80 Dick ! 


A REAL CASE. 


in Wit told Celia, that the Fai air 
| In Fame reſembled China Ware. 
b Indeed! ſays ſhe, ——well if we do d 
I've had this Diſh——Year——twenty two— 
5 | To prove its Strength ſhe took it up, 
And whilſt ſhe prais'd it, crack d the 9 


On G1Lzs and Joa. 


Who fays that Giles and Year at Diſcord be, 
The oblerrin Neighbours no ſuch Mood can ſee ;. 
Indeed poor n he married ever, 
But that his Jaan doth too; and Giles would never, 
By his free Will, be in Foan's Company; | 
No more would he ſhould : Giles riſeth early: 
And having got him out of Doors is glad; 
The like 1s 5 But turning home is ſad; 
And ſo is Joan: Oft- times Sis wi Giles doth find 
Harſh Sights at Home, Giles wiſhes he were blind: 
= All this doth Joan: Or, that his long earn'd Life 
Were e The like Wiſh hath his Wife, ®F* 
| The Children that he keeps Giles ſwears are none 
Of his begetting; and fo ſwears his Jas.” 
In all Affections ſne concurreth ſtill ; 4.3 
If now with Man and Wife to will and nill, 
# The Self. ame Things, a Note of Concord be, 
* IH. no Couple better can agree. 
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Such — 4 at Anon cart i lie 3 5 
— his _ mum nne N 
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Now hardly here and Hah aa FLIER 
Appearing, ſhew'd the nuddy-Morn's Approach. 
Now Betty from her Maſter's Bed had el flown,.. 
And lle ſole, to diſcompoſe her own. 
The flip-thad Prentice G05 his Maſter's! Dogs. > 

d:the Dixt, and ſprinkled round the F — 
Now Mol had whirl'd the Mop with dextrous AS 
Prepar'd to waſti the Entry and the Stairs. 
The Vouth with broomy Stumps began to tracſge 
The Kennel- Edge, where Wheels had worn the Place. 
The Small- coal Man was heard with Cadence deep, 
Till drown'd with ſhriller Notes of Chimney-ſweep.. $1 
Duns at his Lordſhip's Door began to meet: 
And Brickduſt Mel had ſeream d thro half the Strevt. 
The Turnkey now his Flock returning: e f ol 
Duly let out at Night to ſteal for Fees ! 
The watchful Bailiffs take their ſilent Stands; 
And nnn with NOR. ir Hands... 


. 8 H 0 K B 0 x: * 
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Like mera Rien) 'great True? (grown fond; of. 
Change} tt Aen. 
Of old was wont the nethes World to range, 
1 1 * To 
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[rx FI 7 
To ſeek Amours; the Vice the Monarch lov'd 
Soon; thro the wide Etherial Court improv d; 
And e en the proudeſt Goddeſs now and then, | 
Would lodge a Night among the Sons of Men; Pas 
To V Deities deſcends the Faſhion, | 
Ea ch, like her Betters, had her earthly Paſſon. 
Then Cloacina (Goddeſs of the Tide 
Whoſe /able Streams bentath the City glide) 
Indulg'd the modiſh Flame: The Town ſhe werd. 
A mortal Scavenger ſhe ſaw, ſhe lov'd; ' 
The muddy Spots that dry'd upon his Face, 
= Female Patches, heighten d every Grace: 
ORR ſhe ſigh'd; for Love can Beauties ſpy 
ſcem Faults, to ev'ry common Eye. : 
* — the Warchman nd Ap ſecond f 
Round. [- 
When Cloacina hears thovembling Souls 7 
Of her brown Lover's Cart, for well ſhe knows 
That afing Thunder: Swift the Goddeſs roſe, 
And thro' the Streets purſa'd the diſtant Noiſe, 
Her Boſom panting with expected Joys. | 
With the Ni he-wandring- Harlot's Aars:the paſt, 
Bruſh'd near his Side, and wanton Glances caſt; 
In the black Form of Cinder Wench ſhe came, 
When Love, the Hour, the Ties that baniſſed | 
Shame, | 
To the dark Alley Arm in Arm they move, 
O may no Link- boy interrupt their Love! 
When the pale Moon had nine Times fill'd her 
Space, 
The 1 Goddef (cautious of Diigrace | 
Deſcends to Earth, but ſought uo Midwife's Aid, 
Nor midſt her Anguiſh to Luciza pray d; 
No chearful Goſſip wiſh'd the Mother Joy, | 
Alone, beneath à Bulk, K 280 | 


The 


LS: 
"The Ohild dus“ various Riſques, Ken crop ag] 


rov'd; 
At firſt aB 


His Infant ſoon learnt the canting Art, 
Knew of the Þ ray'rs and Whines -t0 touch the 
O n unown'd Youths, your Limbs can 
ear, 15 4 
The ſcorchr Har; and the Winter $ Air ; a. 
While the ric t, nurs'd with Care and Pans 


Thirſts with each Heat, and "coughs with every 
Rain! | 
The Goddeſs Jong had mark'd the Child's Di. 


treſs, 
And leng had ſought his geringe to ee 
She prays the Gods to take the Foundling's a 
To teach his Hands ſome beneficial Art, Ny 
Practis'd in Streets: The Gods her Suit allow'd, 
And made him uſeful to the walking Croud, 
To cleanſe the' miry Feet, and o'er the Shoe, 
With nimble Skill the gloſſy Bla k renew. 
Each Pow'r contributes to relieve the Poor; __ 
With the ſtrong Briſtles of the migh 
Diana forms his Bruſh; the God of 
A Tripod gi es, amid the crouded Way, 
To raiſe his dirty Foot, and eaſe his oi; 2 
Kind Neptune fills his Vaſe with fetid Oil, | 
Preſs'd from th' enormous Whale; the God of 92 
From whoſe Dominion ſmoaky Clouds aſpire, 


+ Brat Ooimpaliſion/mov'd;" Die 2 


— 
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Among theſe gen'rous Preſents rm his Part, 


And aids with Soot the new ja Art. 


Pleas'd the receives the 1 oe WEIS * 


' glides. 


Lights in Fleet-Diteh; and 58 1 the Tides. | [6.4 
Now dawns the Morn, the ſturdy Lad awakes, 


Leaps from his Stall, his tangled Hair he ſhakes; 
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'k | And views 
5 Common-Sewers a lulling Murmur Peep, 


Whoſe Torrents ruſh from Holborn's fatal Steep- on | 
Penpve through Idlenets, Tears fow'd apacez. 


"© | | 
And one Day pork vary enrich for all;the Y car, 58 © 1 
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» 
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Which eas'd his loaded Heart and waſh'd. his F ace. 


At length. he hieß en yd," uy t Boy4s bleſs'd.. 2 


Whoſe Infant Lips a Mother's Breaſt; 


ave drain” 


But ha ier fan he whoſe (if, tuch be known): | 1697 5 70 


Whom bs both a Father and 2 Mother n +1 +, 


Bat Palas! band Horzune s utmoſt Scan. eras 


o.ne'er knew Father, was an Orphan born! 


Some Boys are rich by Bihjbeyond-all Wants, 
Belov'd by Uncles and by good old Aunts. 


When Tad, i a n a. pn pr they» 


1630 2517 n of © 77 
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Had I che Precepts of a, Father learn d. 255 
Perhaps I then the Coachman's Fare had carnidʒ 

For leſſer Boys can drive; I thirſty ſtand. 

And ſee the double Flaggon charge their Hand, 

See 'em puff eff the Froth and gulp amain. K. 1 


While with dry Tongue Ilick my Lips in vain-. 


While thus he fervent prays, the ang Tide. 


In widen'd Cirglev beats on ev Side. Fea \ 


The Goddeſs roft amid the inmoſt Round. 


With wither d Turnip- tops her Temples crown 45 b. | 
 _ Low-atachd her dripping Treſſes, lank qv 
As the ſmpoth Jet; or gloſſy Ravens Back; 


Around hen. Waiſt a circling Bel was tryin ads} od; 8 | 


Which bound hen Robe, that CEDCOIGEY 1 

Naw beek' ning to the Boy, the 1 thus begun: b 
Iqhy Pray'rs are granted, weep no more my Son; 

Go ſtrive, at ſoine frei eee fand?! 


This Braſh: I give thor raſp it in thy Hands, 
Temper the Sook within this Vaſe af Oil, nol 15 7 
And let the little T _ M7 1 Toil. 


= 1 17 1 3 
On this, methinks, 1 ſee the walking N 
At thy Requeſt ſupport the miry Shoe 
The Foot grows black, that was with Dirt 1 

brown d, 

And in thy Pocket jingli ng Ha pence fads 88 
The Godqeſs plunged ſwift beneath the Flood, 
And daſhes all; . A her Show'rs of Mud. 1 
The Youth ſtrait choſe his Poſt; the Labour ly'd,. 
Where branching Streets from Charing-Cry/s divide; ; 
His treble Voice reſounds along the Meu/e, 
And Yhitehall echoes clan * — 5 Nen 


F rench Fopperies. By the ame Hand. 


5 In Paris there g a Roof Ae 
(I've ſeen em at their oy s and Balls,) och 
They ſtand erect, whene er they walk, 
Monkeys in Action, Paroquets in Talk; _. 
her re crown'd with Feat eathers like the ann 
And like Cameleons, change their Hue. 
From Patches juſtly plac? we they borrow Graces, 
And with Vermilion lacquer o'er their Faces: andy, 
This Cuſtom, as we viſibly diſcern, 51 N 
They by frequenting Ladies Toilets learn. 
ow happy lives the Man, who ſure to charm, - 
Whoſe Knot embroider'd flutters down his Arm! 
On him the Ladies caſt the yielding Glance, 
Sigh in his Songs, and languiſh in his Dance; 
While wretched isthe Wit, contemn'd, gone. >< 
Whoſe gummy Hat no ſcarlet Plumes adorn?: 3 
No broider'd Flow'rs his Worſted Ancle grace, | 
Nor Cane, emboſs'd with Gold, directs his n 
No Lady's Favour on his Sword was hung, 
What cho. Apollo dictates from his Tongue, 
His Wit is ſpiritleſs and void of Grace 
Who wants th' Aſſurance of Brocade and Lace. wie 


_ 
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Will riſque their 


In bright 
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' While che gay Fop genteely talks of Gy: | 


The fair m Raptures doat upon his Feather. Min er 
He dreſſes, fences: What avails to know? 


For Ladies chaſe their Men, like Silks, far "RE 
Vet Jet us not their looſe,Coquet'ry blame, AF Sit 


Women of every Nation are the fame. | 

. You'aſk me if Parifz an Dames, like ours, | 
With rattling Dice profane the Sunday's Hours, 
If they the pale-ey d. Gameſter's Vigils keep, 
And ſtake their Honour while their Huſbands ſleep 15 
Yes, Sir; hke Eng/: 2 Toaſts, the Dames of F ronce, 

Nicole 6 on a fingle Chance; 

But hors no Wife can blaſt her 1 F ame, 
Cuckold is grown. an honourable Nam * 
Stretch'd on the Graſs, the roar fi bo: his Pain, 
And on the Graſs what Shepherd ſighs in yain 


Such were our Pleaſures iu the Days of Vore, 
When am rous Charles e s Scepter bows. 


The Nightly Scene of: Joy the. Park Wag Dy 
And. Love, in Qouples, . peopled every Ws = 11. 
But ſince at Court the rural Taſte is loſt, & 
What mighty Sums have Velvet Conghes co: 


Like F raue, our Courtiers keep a num' rous Drin. ̃ 


To load their Coach; ;. and Tradeſmen dun in . 
Nor has Religion left us in the Lurch, + 


And 2s in Frans, our Vulgar croud tho Chyrch= 


Our Ladies too ſupport the Maſquerade, . A Sod 2 
The Sex by Nature love th' intriguing Trade... 35 
Here on the open Stage the Youth of, Frazce: 
Array attend 2 Female Glancez - - - 
This anguiſhes, this ſtruts; to thew has; Mien, by 
And not a Gold clock-Stocking moves unſeen. 
But hark! the full Orcheſtra ſtrikes. the 8 — | 


The Hero ſtruts, and the. n a 


My 3 jarring Ear harſn, grating Murmurs wound. 


A #8 | 


Ha W n ed Sound. 
e an e 8 Wo __—— 
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0 footh nie al ſome ſoft Hakas, Air, | 500 174" - 
Let Harmony compoſe my tortur'd Ear! 1 
When Anefta/ia's Voice commands the Suns; 
The melting Warble thrills thro' eviry Vein 
Thought ſtands Suſpence and Silence pleas d — 
While in her Notes the heav'nly Choir deſtends. 

You'll think tis Time ſome other Theme to chuſe, 
And not with Beaus and Fops fatigue the Mauſe. 
Should I let Satire looſe on Hagliſb Ground, 
There, Fools of various Characters ab ound: 
But here, my Verſe is to one Race confnꝰd 
All: Frenchmen are of 1 kind. © 4 


A Paſtoral, 'By the Bins," 


Come Night as KORS at pitch 8 my toad, 
From Spdrabella Bumplinet is fed; 
The Ribbon. that his val'rous Cudgel won, 
Laſt Sunday happier Clumfilis put on, 

Sure if he d Eyes, (but 3 they ſay, has none) 
I whilone by that Ribbon had been known. 

Ah, well-a-day; I'm.ſheat with baneful Smart, 
For with the Nbben ke beſtow'd-his Heart. 

My Plaint, ye Laſſes, with this Burthen aid, 
"Tis hard fo true a Damſel dies à Maid. 

Pye often ſeen my Viſage on you Lake, ” 
Nor are my Features of the homelieſt Make. * 

Tho' Clumſilius may boaſt a whiter Dye, 
yet the black Sloe turns in my roll: A 
And faireſt Bloſſoms drop with ev ry Blatt, 
But the brown Beauty yy like Hollies 8. 11 
Her wan Complexion? s ike the wither d . 
While Katherine Pears adorn my ruddy Check,. 
Yet ſne alas! the witleſs Lout hath won, | 
And by her Gait, poor ae, undone .. 


14 | 


By Nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild, 


1 120 


Let Hares and Hounds in coupling Straps unite, 


The clucking Hen make Friendſhip with the Kite; 


Let the Fox ſimply wear the nuptial Nooſe, 


And join in Wedlock with the wadling Gooſe; 


For Love hath brought a ſtranger Thing to paſs, 
The faireſt Shepherd weds the fouleſt Laſs. 

My Plaint, ye Laſſes, with this Burthen aid, 
"Tis hard fo true a Damſel dies a Maid. 

Ah! didft thou know what proffers I withſtood, 


\ 


When late I met the Squire in yonder Wood! 


To me he ſped, leſs of his Game, 

While all my Cheek was glowing red with Shame. 
My * he kiſs'd, and prais'd my healthful Look, 
Then from his Purſe of Silk a Guinea took; 

Into my Hand he forc'd the op Gold, 


While I with modeſt Struggling broke his Hold. 


He ſwore that Dick, in Liv'ry ſtrip'd with Lace, 
Should wed me ſoon to keep me from Diſgrace; 
But I no Footman priz'd, nor golden Fee, 
For what is Lace or Gold compar'd to thee ? 

My Plaint, ye Laſſes, with this Burden aid, 


Dis hard ſo true a Damſel dies a Maid. 


The SHEPHERD and NIGHTINGALE. 
WMA FHICERS. 


When Shepherds flouriſh'd in Elixab's Reign, 
There liv'd in ogy Eſteem a jolly Swain. 
Young Colin Clout; who well could pipe and ſing, 
And by his Notes invite the lagging Spring. 
He, as his Cuſtom was, at Leiſure laid, 

In ſilent Shade, without a Rival play'd. 

Drawn by the Magic of th” inticing Sound, 

What Crouds of mute Admirers flock'd around! _ 
The Sterlings left their Food; and Creatures wild, 


He 


- 


mr 3-. 


He makes the Birds in Troops about hm throng, 


And loads the neighb'ring Branches with his W oy 


Among the reſt, a Nightingale of Fame, 
Jealons, ** fond of Praiſe, to liſten came. 
She tun'd her Ear; and emulous with Pride, 
Like Eccho, to the Shepherd's Pipe reply d. 8g 
The Shepherd heard with Wonder, and again, 
To try her more, -renew'd his various Strain. 
To all his various Strain-ſhe thapes her Thaoaty | 
And adds peculiar Grace to ev'ry Note. 
If Colin in complaining Accents grieves, 
Or hriſker Motion to his Meaſure gives; 
If gentle Sounds he modulates, or ſtrong, 
She, nat a little vain, repeats the Son 
But ſo- repeats, that Colin half deſpis wo 
His Pipe and Skill, ſo much by others prir d: 
And, Free Songſter of the-winged Eind, 
What Thanks, fad he, what Praiſes can I da. 
To equal thy melodious Voice? In thee, Job 
The Rudeneſs of my rural Fife I ſee; iy 
From thee I learn to vaunt no more pry Sills Fi 
Aloft in Air ſhe fat, provoking ſtilll! 
The vanquiſh'd Swain: Provok'd at laſt he frove 
To 8 the little Minſtrel of the Grove, aten r 
His utmoſt Art, if fo ſome ſmall Eſtem 
He might obtain, and Credit loſt, radians; be £99 2 
He ae in Breath his riſing Breaſt to filly 
'Thro' all the Wood his Pipe is heard to ſhrill, 
From Note to Note in Haſte his Fingers fly; 
Still more and more his Numbers multiply ?: 
And now they tkrill, and now they fall and riſe, 


Ls vx 


And ſwift and flow they change with {weet 39 95 | 


Attentive ſhe does ſearee the Sounds _ 
But to herſelf firſt cons'the-puziling Strain; 
And tracing! careful, Note by Note repays 
The n n own E tes i. gan 


$5 This 


was $- 
Thro' ev'ry changing Cadence runs at Length 
And adds in Sweetneſs, what ſhe wants in Stren 
Then Colin threw his Fife diſgrac'd aſide ; 
While ſhe loud Triumph ſings, proclaiming wide 
Her mighty Conqueſt. What could Colin more? 
A little * of Maple Ware he bore: 

The Harp utſelf was old, but newly ſtrung, 
Which uſual he acroſs his Shoulders hung. 
Now take, delightful Bird, my laſt Farewel, 

He faid ; and learn from hence thou doſt excel 
No e Artiſt : Aud at that he wound, 
The murm'ring Strings, and grder'd ev'ry Sound.” 
Then earneſt to his Inſtrument he bends 
And both his Hands upon the Strings extends. 
The Strings obey his Touch, and various move, 
The lower de, ing ſtill to thoſe abqve. 

His reſtleſs Fingers traverſe to and fro, 

And in Purſuit of Harmony they go: 


Now, lightly. Samwing,/ o'er the Strings. they 


alss: 
Like Winds that gently bend, the airing ons. 
And melting Airs ariſe at their Co 
And now, Iaborious, with a wei ghty Hand, 
He ſinks into the Cords with ſolemn Pace, 


And gives the ſwelling Tones a manly Grace, 1 5 


While Muſick thro' the trembli 
The double Sounds the Ni htingale perplex, 
And, pos d, ſhe does her troubled Spirits vex. 
She warbles difident, twixt Hope and F n ; 

And bits imperfect Accents here and there. 
- Then Colin play'd-again, and playing ſung: 


Then, intricate, he blends roar; Sounds; 


She, with the fatal Love of Glory ſtunſn, 


; 


arp x le ; 


Hears all in Pain; her RO begins to well ; 15 1 


3 1 piteous Notes ſhe figh s; in Notes that tel! \ 


Her bitter Anguiſh: He, ſtill finging, plies 
His limber Joins; ther Sorrows — riſe. 


HoW 
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How ſhall ſhe bear a Conqu'ror, who before, 

No Equal, thro” the Grove, in Muſick bore? _ 

She  droops, and hangs her flagging U 
„% | 

And fetches from her Breaſt melodions Groans; 3 

Oppreſs'd with Grief at laſt, too great to quell, 

Down breathleſs on the guilty _ ſhe * | 


\ Toe ads of 0 Vi and Han. 
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. In Beauty, or Wit, 

No Mortal as yet, 
To queſtion your Empire has dard; 

But Men of Diſcerning, 1 

Have thought that in caming, 10 [if 
To yield to a Lady was bad. | c 


| Impertigent Schools, TT 5 | 4 
With muſty dull Rules, CODON 
How Reading to Females dere, e POR 

So Papifts refuſe "OE © 
The Bale to uſe, | 2 
Leſt Flocks ſuould be wile 174 ; their Guide. S WE 
Twas a Woman at firſt, | Yo RE 
(Indeed ſhe-was.curſt) 1 7 1 
In Knowledge that taſted aig; 2 . 
And Sages agree, 
That Laws ſhould decree, 
To the firſt Poſſeſſor the Right. 


Then bravely, fair Dame, e ee | 
Which to your own Sex does belong; n 
And let Men receive 
From a Second bright E, 
The Knowledge of Right and of V. rag, 


L 2 But | 


[24 }Þ 


ut if the firſt Ee, 
Nee dF ecl3 +6 
When only One Apple had ſhe,  - 
What a Puniſhment new, 
Shall be found out for 


you, 
Os OW Rave en en hh Tre? 


The HUSBAND. 


| Lorfa was e young, ond gay 

But Lacia's Love cou? ſave my Life 
I ftole her youthful Heart away, 

And bound her ang. Breaſt for Life: 


* 
In Love and Jay wits pet ths Night, 
That gave my Lucia to mY Arms; 
In ev'ry Kiſs. I fipt Delight, 


And ev'ry Moment found freſh Charms, 


When Paſſions Force began decline, 


Lacia, methought, was not fo fat; 4 67 


Her Face L found was not divine, 


Tho' ſomething, fill, was pretty theres. 


Her Skin was fpotleſs,. white, and pure, 
Had Nature's. Malice quite eſcap' d: 

Vet notwithſtanding was ſure 
Id ſeen a hundred better Ber har" 


16:0 Morning-Tire her 8 I prai IU 


Eooſe Venus in her Mien expreſſ? F 
But now my Tafte was funk——or rais . 
l like her better richly dreſs d. 


Her Words were poignant as her Eyes, 
|  Gentle-an tender ar ber Touch; | 


4 


g 1 


Aua yet—tho' her Diſtowpfe was wife, 
thought, ſhe rather talk'd too macht 
How charmed with her dear Diſcourſe! ? 


That could my Senſes Pris*ners — 2 _ ey 
I liſten now, indeed - but tis by Force, 
And really makes my Head to * 


O! how I long' d for ſilent Night! 0 0 

So eager was I, and fo "Oe .126:0y 1 

But now it ſeems a forc'd Pelight, 3 hid S626 
Or Dun for Payment of my Bond. 


* Strephon, my Dear,“ would Lucia cry, 

And throw her Arms in Hopes to l 5 
My Head achs, Child,“ turning, ery d 1 8 
Pray let me go to fleep.” HS 


Come, let me hold it hard, my Loves 
oY cure it, let me take ſome eure 

« O! Child, twill kill me if I move, 
And, if you touch it, twill be worſs,”" 


At length fatigu'd with licens'd Joy⸗ U- 
And the Careſſes of a Wife; IN 
Thoſe regular Delights ſoon cloy, bs 4 

| While waning Paſſion turn'd to Strife.” 


The idle Cupids all grew tame, 74400 nl 
And-cooly left me by Degrees 
Forgot to ftir the wanton Flame, ne 
And, drowſy, ſunk to-careleſs Ease. Du 


T ho' Inclination daily fell, 

E had remaining Hopes Leg Nee 
I could, methought, do wondrous a | 
With any Partner, but my N r 


7 
* 


Of this was born a Wiſh to range, ws ; 
My Wite's Mistortunes to kn 


L3- The 


* i 
* | x 
: ; i] 


1 wk B 
The Object Lreſolx d to change, hs NR 
And ſapevive the dying Heat. LS 


This Reſolution 1 purſu'd, 128 n 

| And eager ſought the wanton, Fai air: | 

My Spirits ſhe.a-while-renew'd,.. wot avid 
And baniſh'd. dull domeſtic Care. AY 


Of ev'ry pleaſing Art poſſeſs d, 
That can the. Soul in Tranſports keeps, 
She kiſs d, endear d, grew coy, careſs d. 
| Then kindly bull) me to a Sleep. 


- - guch Cham, I. cry'd,. we muſt obey, " 
© They: claim an Empire o'er the Heart: 
Nor blame me, Lucia, when I ſay. | 
« You have not half my Sz4y's Art. * 


4 Your modeſt Bluſh but wars the Will! 

our Tranſports but by Order move: 

& But Suky fires me with. her Skill. 
«. And.ſhews-the boundleſs Rage of Love. 


When did you roll the wanton; Eye Þ 
Or heave the Breaſt with azure Vein (. 
Or when in ſwooning Pleaſure die?: 


* Or when by Pleaſure riſe again? 


But, oh! vain: Thought! a Week ſcarce ket 4. 
New Wiſhes came, and rais'd freſh Strife: 
Thoſe burning Raptures could not laſt, 


And Sui to was but a. Wife. 


7 


To a Friend who diſhaded tim from Love. 


10 vain, dear Peng, Ib bid me rove, 
Vin eee 4 81597 6", * bs 


TR 


35 ; 
* 
S *% _w * 


ww 1 


Alas! you know not that my Love 
Takes Comfort from/Deſpais.” | 


| Tho! Chloe s Frowns my 4 — wire 1 


- 'Tis Joy to ſee herftilt; © 


"Tis Joy to hear. Ry 
Altho? her Accents kill. 


Then ſigh no > more, 4 Friend fo me, 

Nor cheat me into Reſ: z: 
Compleatly wretched will I be, 

Or be ep dleſs d. 8 | 
Chac'd from its lov'd Abode by: Death, 
The Spirit! ſhrinks aways 

Yet ſeeks again to give it H 
And hovers round ONE” 


No longer then of e * 
For ſhould your Will controul, 

Say, how ſhould I myſeif GR 
For Chloe i is my Soul. | | 


For her Life prunes. its tender Wings 
To her myſelf I owe: | 7 15 

From her alone my Actions ſpring, 45 
And all . Paſkons How. | 


The SYMPATHY. 


Fair Ole, gay Guiliog one Days. | 
In frolickſome whimſical Way, | 
Cried, Strephon, I pray:now reveal. 


The Pains and the 'Torments you ko " 


4 And knowing how much you endure, 
*I may 728911 offer a Cure. 


* 
— 


Poor 


F 2 0 : - 
. 0 9 
- 2 
- 1 


E 126 J | 
Poor Serephon, all Obedience . eee EA 
And to the fair one thus reply'd; | 76:19, MENS þ 
« Tt is ſcarce poſſible to ſhew, | 
„What only theſe who feel can erh ee OD 
Vet none there are who can eee | | 


1+ 1M More truly, CA ONT ve” ro reg 


2 . 
* * 


« To buy the Baie which we Fele | 


« A Monatcls Treaſure is too pon 
To think on thee too lovely Fair, 
Is all our Joy, and all our Care: - (5 


„ 'Tho' various Charms around us riſe, 
« No other Charm attracts our Eyes. 
« Te her lov'd Form our Senſes ſtray , 
* While other Objects glide away ' 1 
« Or, if unknowingly we rove, cs 
&« 'Thro? all the Mazes of the Grove, N 
4 Indulging and increaſing LAT... 
4 Loſt to ourſelves, we ſind her there; i 2057 477 
« Fancy preſents her to the Mind,. | 
% And only Fancy paints r 
Vet, to increaſe the growing Flame, 

6 The wounded Bark muſt bear her Name 3˙ 
« Or, ſtealing by the murm'ring Seen 4.973 20 
For Solitude is Joy ſupreme. | 4 

&«& To thoſe who love, and love like me, molt 
& We ſee the Fair in all we ſee; + f, 
* And, left we ſhould forget the ame... he? 
Fond Eccho ſtill repeats. the Name. : 
« The Fair we tremble to eſpy, 
4 Yet with no other Object nigh. _ | 
«© When ſeated near the lovely Fair, 
The Lover may his Pains declare, 

« And ſoftly breath his ardent 44 e r ee 
« He taſtes of Bliſs, as I do now © 


TIT 


TI 129 J 
Here Sirephon then hung down his Ur 
When Chloe thus, ſportively ſaid; | 
« Tis an Evil that ſpreads like-a-Flamez | 4.0208 
% Ah! Strephan, yield to the ſame. . 


8 


In Ecſtacy Strepbon ap 420 2 un "y 1 
Till Chloe cry'd, © . Tis what I feardt Pt Is 

% Yes, Strephon, I feel it is true 
« For Corydon, tho? not for you; _ EAI MH 

« For Corydon doubly I feel „ 

« The Paſſion I ſtrive to reveal: PF 07 Fi 
And ſince you ſo well can e 1a vo 


% Tove's various Tortures and l 
« That I may not too dae Yove, _ - TY 
He ſhall teach me the Pleaſures of Love.” 4 Bi 


The Harrer Park. 4 SONG... 


ww 


At Upton on the. Hill, 9 
There lives a happy Fair: 4 
The Swain by Name is „„ 
And Molly is the Fair. ee 
Ten Vears are gone and more, 
Since: inen join'd theſe two; 1 <a the <4 
Their Hearts were one before FA 0 1 . 
The Sacred Rites they knew. 4 


Since which auſpicious Day 1 >a df pas 
Sweet Harmony does r ita 
Both Love and both obe 1 9 
Hear this each Nynpl and Swain, 82 6 
If haply Cares invade 1 
(As who is free from Care?) 34 523 
| Ti In reflion's lighter , n 
By taking e e era | 
pleasd with a calm Retreat, f 


They' ve no ambitious. View ; 5 


| i 230 1 15 He oy 
In Plenty live, enn nobag 362 6 
Not envy thoſe that do: N 
Sure Pomp is empty Noiſ qq 7 
And Cares increaſe with Wealth; n 
They aim at truer Joys, ö A 1 { 
Tranquility and Health. "OE 


With Safely and with Eafe | 
Their preſent Life does flows. 
They fear no raging Seas, _ 
Nor Rocks that lurk below. | 

May {till a fteady Gale 

Their little Bark attend, Ma 

And gently fill each Sail 

Till Li ſhall have an br 


' 


The FORSAKEN LOVER. 
an 48 ON G. 


pe pairing Wade a clave Sram rt baſk. 
© A Shepherd forſaken was laid, * 
And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſupported his Head. 
The Wind Ae — over the Plain 2 5 | FP 
To his Sigh with a Sigh did reply, 
And the Brook in Return' to his. ___ 
Ran mournfully murm'ring ** 


Alas! filly Swain that I was, | 
Thus ſadly complaining he r 
When firſt I beheld her fair Face,. £ D 
were better by far I had dy'd; ..-- 14 C 
She talk'd and I bleſs” the dear Longe! 
When ſhe ſmil'd, twas a Pleafure too o greats | 
I liſten'd and cry'd, when the ſung; - : 
Was TE ever ſo ſeet ? 04 * . 
1 7 


How fooliſh was I to believe © VS 
She could doat on ſo lowly a Clown; 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine Folk of the Town; - 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay | 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove 
To go clad like our Maidens in Grey, 
And live in a Cottage on Love? 


N 


What tho' I have Skill Goth, N 
Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown*d? 
What tho? when they hear my ſoft Strain 
The Virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah Colin thy Hopes are in vain; _.. 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel refign; 
Thy fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Nubert! is ſweeter than thine. 


And ou, my Companions ſo die” SOA 
Who ſorrow. to ſee me betray'd, * 
Whatever L. ſuffer forbear, f 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid: 
If thro? the wide World I ſhould range, 
__ ”Fis in yain from my Fortune to 55 : 
Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be. Fonſant * die. 


If While my hard Fate Lfattain, tt} 
In her Breait any Pity is found. | 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground: 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and; Vert, %% 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her nn Was ue | ; 
A . | 
*Þ A 


2 


* 


* 
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Then to her new Love Hy PRA wr df 
| Peay gone: der, eee rt ct 10 0 50 
Be fineſt at ev ry fine Shew, az ied te? 46) 


And frolick it all the long Day: l 4&3 
While Colina forgotten and gon, 
No more ſhall be heard of or ſeen, n 
Unleſs, when beneath the pale Moon. 
His Ghoſt 419288 ARM ant N 


1 


. Coilyraniine Loves. * | 


4 SONG. 


My Time, O ye Muſes, was happily 2 
When Phebe went with me wherever I went, 
Ten thouſand ſweet Pleaſures I felt in my Brea 
Sure never fond Shepherd like Colin was bleſs'dT 
But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous Change on a Sudden I find!” 

When things were as fine as could poſſibly be, 
1 thought i it was Spring; but, alas it Was fre. 


— 


X : 


15 With ſuch a Companion to tend a few Sticep, 
Jo riſe up to play, or to lie down to Sleep 

I was ſo good-humour'd, ſo chearful and gay, 

My Heart was as light as a Feather all Day; 

But now I ſo croſs and fo peeviſh am . 

So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was know]; 
My Fair-one is gone, and my wy Joy s are all dow, 


And er Narr W e chan a 
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Pound. eee! 1 e . 
Tbe een 8 to ae eg 
And dance to ſoft Murmurs the Pebbles among, | 
Thou know'ft. little Cupid if Pßœbe was there, 
Mas Pleaſure to look at, 'twas Muſick to cl 
ut 


& 


ut 


To ſee youlo:menry. whye lam: fo Bg.! I. 


Made ſo _ beautiful 8 ariſe. 
M 


2 5 
1 - 


Wes 1 133 J 


But now ſhe is Sent, I walk by its Side, 


And ſtill as it murmurs do nothing but chides, . 


Maſt you be ſo chearful, whilſt I go in Pain? 


Peace then with your Bubbling, and nen me don 


plain. tes dhe ani 
When my Lambkins 1 me would ofenties 
ay's 
And when Phehe and I were as joyful: as they, 


How pleaſant their Sporting, how happy the 2 | 
When Spring, Love, and Beauty were all in their” 


Prime! 
But now in their Frolicks when by me they pa, 
I fling at their Fleeces a Handful of Graſs; 5 
Be fill then, I cry, for it makes me Om wares 


_- 


p 4 1 


My Dog l was ever well pleaſed to een ee 
Come wagging his Tail to my Fair- one and me: 
And Phebe was pleas d too, and to the Dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor Fellow, and patted his Head; 
2 now when he's fawning I with a ſour Locle, 

Cry; Sicrah! and give him a Blow with my 3 4 


Ani T1 give him another, for why ſhould not Tray 


Be as dull as his Maſter, when Phebe a, 


1 


wren walking wich biene what Sights have 1 
| «5, 446 


How fair were, the. Flowers, bon freſh was de 


reen! 


What lovely Appearance the Trees and the Shade, — 
The Corn- fields and Hedges, and ev'ry Thing made 
But ſince he has left me, tho all are ſtill there, 
They none of them now ſo delightful appear: 


+742 nooght bar the Magin, al Sad... of then Eyes 
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Sweet 
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But what Swain is ſo dilly to live without Love? 


; [ 134 1 12 
| Sweet Mofick went with us both all the Wood 


thro; 


The Latte "I Throſtle, wad Nightin ingale t 505 


Winds over us whiſper d, Flocks by: us did bleat, 
And chirp went the Graſhopper under our Feet 


But now ſhe is abſent, tho. till they ſing on, 


The Woods are but lonely, the Melody's. gone; 
Her Voice in the Concert, as now I have _ 5 
Gave eviry Thing elſe an agreeable Jong, 


: Roſe, What is bechme of thy dvlibits Hue? 
And where is the Violet's beautiful Blue? 
Does ought of its 8weetneſs the Bloſſom be uile? #4 
That Meadow, be Daiſies, why do | ey not 


ſmile? -' 
Ab! Rivals IG ober it 68s that you def, 


And made yourſelves fine for, a Place in her Breaſt; 


You put on your Colours to pleaſure her Eye, 


To be OUR RI IRE; on her Boſom to die. 


How ſlowly Time creeps will my Phe wdr | 
While amidſt the ſoft Zephyr's rf Breezes I burn? 


Methinks if I knew where-abonts he would tread, - 
I would breathe on 1 Wingy,” and would = 


down the Lead, 
Fly faſter, ye Moutes bees kither my ae 30 
And reſt A ch longer for't when ſhe 1s here. 85 


Ahl Colin 100 Time is too full of Delay, 


Nor Will 


ge e faſter for Il chou cant 
1 | 


— > | ; 


| oat r 8 1 8 me erh, 


1 Or cure my Diſquiet, or ſoften my Pain? 


To be cur'd thou muſt, Colin, thy Paſſion remove; 


IL 


No, Deity, W ymph to return, 


For ne'er was poor Shepherd ſo ſadly forlorn. 11 7 


Ahl. what ſhall I do? Lfhall die with Deſpair; - 


Take heed, 0 ye Ss. how dads one too 4-4 | 


1 The Or» De 1 bar to 4 C Giel 


on ber firſt Arrival in Tot own: ory, a Kuni 
to Maps. b 


By Mr. NA RC HAN T- 


| oo pretty Maiden, how charming you. 


I ſwear by bright Venus you are fit for a Duke. 


The Raſe is not blaoming, the Lilly not pal WM. 
When you among Roſes and Lillies appear 
Ys 
2. 


Vour Sweetneſs and Beauty, ſo lovely and 
Exceed all the Bloſſoms and Fragrance of | 

But, Child, you'll remember thoſe - 2 85 were 
beſtow d, 


To uſe them with Prodence, asd while chey are 
ged. 7 6:84 14} 
Thy Charms, now ſo tempting, will 0 but a 

While, 
And Beauty, tho? fre is fdje w Spell; | 
Like this Roſe, w ich you ſee ſo freſh and ſo fwbet, - 
To-morrow will die, and be thrown in the Street. 


Believe me, my Fair-one, that Bloom was deſign'd 


Io bleſs ſome young Lover, gay, uche and q 


kind. 
Who always has ready a Treaſure of Joys, 


Whoſe Frienſhip ne ler an, whoſe Love never 


- cloys, . 
Whoſe Heart is till open, unbounded and free, 
That had he the Jndiss, he'd give em for thee. + a 
15 1 "Such 


1 


156 . Fe 
Such a Lover I 12 for thee in TR Eye, 
Fach Lady who ſees him is ready to diez ' 
He ſcorns the fine Madams and Flirts of the T own; 
And innocent Nature prefers to a Crown. 
With him thou wilt never know Sorrow.or Strife, 
Come then, uy dear oe, and be happy for Life. 


Juſt fo the ſly Temprer of old did deceive, 
- ruin the beautiful, innocent EV.; 
| Juſt ſo her fair Race ever ſince hath been foild, © 
By ſpecious Pretences to Ruin beguil'd; 
Allured from Virtue by glittering Toys, 
Ls ore from alt ſolid and durable 10 


* 
0 


| Mics on ; ber Fan, By: the fame 08 


This detain Fas i 11 
2 Fell e e ; 
And flirt it about as I ts HE ani 
I friſk it and "hp ne 
And inſtantly make it £24 3 145 
| Tur this Woy of are iir. 454035 


When Weathers bet, . 

It cools like a Grot, ' e 
And breathes like an — 2 3 N 

: When ſoft Zephyr blows, „ 
And fans the Sweet T 

1 - Or whiffiez the Leaves on Nr Trees. n 


The Heat i it allays. | EIS 
That fluſh'd in my Face, EET 

And gave it too much of the Roſe; 

It wafts up a Wind, A 

é Which pleaſant I find, | e, 

N And grateful Refreſhment beftows. 1 433 65,388 1 ö 
a 1 5 


ay 


e 7 
H thro? Froſt and Snow, 
In a Morning I | 
The Wind in Teeth blowing hard ; 
| My Noſe would be blue, 
My Cheeks the ſame Hue, 
Had I not my good Fan for a Ward. 


When angry or vex'd, 
With Tr ble perplex'd, 
My Spirits and Fan's ina Flutter ; . ah 
Then if I want Words, - Jt 
| Its Aid it affords, _. +45 thy 
And helps me my Paſſion to utter, 


At Churck it prevents 
All idle Intents, ; 

And my Thoughts tow'rds Heaven will bend þ 
With my Fan o'er my Eyes, | 
My — will niſe, 

And my Prayers ſincerely _— 

32 4 9 N 

In rude, 

Where Talk is too ent 

For Maids without Bluſking to . 
To ſhew my Diſtaſſe, | 
My Fan in a all Haſte, 


2 


Since thes 1 
My Fan, it's no Toy, 
"Its Uſes are noble and kinds 
Our Bluſhes it bades, 


Our Piety guides, 
And gies aud Celends us Hom Wine, 


* 
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Little Flea, a fo blood thirſty . 
Thou ſt drank, till ĩt has almoſt buck . 
Thou rt now too full of Pride, I warrant, 3 
To ſtir a Step on Strephon's Errand. _ 


F 


ot ; 
# 


Yet prithee, ſweet * Backbier.:: . 
To Cloe go, that falſe Delighter; 1 8 
O hide thyſelf within her Bodice, . 
And make her own the 1 is no Goddeſs. . 


Tell her the Shafts of Cupid' Quiver 
So from her Eyes have pierc 4 eee 
And when ſhe holds thee *twixt her Fi ae 


oy how her Love: ck 8 5 , ky 


A+ 


The Jotuy FzLiLow. 
. SONG. 


Ta am a \ luſty lively Lad, Th 8 
Now come to One IF: ewenty, * | 
My Father left me all he had, | 
Both Gold and Silver plenty: 
Now he's in Grave I will be Give. 
he Ladies ſhall adore m; 
« Fl court and kiſs, what Harm's in this 


My Dad did fo before me. 


5 My Father was a thrifty Sir, 
Till Soul and Body ſundredj/ 
Some ſay he was an Uſurer 
For Thirty in the Hundred: i 
; He ſcrap'd and ſeratch'd, ſhe pinch's, and bebe. 


at in her E bore me; 


— 


"i 1 But 


' | SA 


as 


a hs 
But J let fly, good Reaſon why; * 2 ie 
My Father was born before me. N 
My Daddy has his Duty done © | 3 Sh. 2 
In getting ſo muck Treafure; 2 »•ꝗ 
Il be as dutiſal a Son, ä 
For ſpending it in Pleaſure? e 
Five Pounds a Quart ſhall chear my Hearts | 3. 
Such Nectar will reſtore me; | | 
But PI! let fly, good Reaſon why, We BR = 
» My Father was born before me. r 
My G rannum liv'd at Waſhington, | 284% 
y Grandſire delv'd in Ditches, PATE 
The Son of old John Tbraſbington, | 
4 bv as lantern Leather Breeches 0 
ry'd, whither , whither go ye? | 
Tho Men do pk adore me, 1 7 ; 
They ne'er-did ſee my Pedigree, 5 11 
Nor who was born before me. ; 
My Grandſire firiv'd, and wood, and rv * act £9 * 
Till he did Riches gather, i 
And when he had much Wealth atcheiv'd, ns 
O! then he got my < mpels 2263, WORE 
Ot happy Memory, ' 17 YOA7 JOBS IEA PE FECIR 
That & 'Te his Mother bore him, 3 
Ine er had been worth one Penny, 2 
Had I been born before him. "£14 F208 — 
To Free- School, Cambridge and Gray's Jan; n 
My Grey- coat Grandſire put him © 
Till to forget he did begin, 
The Leathern Breech that got him; 5 


One dealt in Straw, t'other in Law; 
The one did ditch and delve it, 
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i M* Fatber 8 Store of Sattin wore, | e 
5 My Grandlire Beggar's Nebst. 


7 00 1 get Wealth, what care if „ 5 
M Grandſire were a Gaye? ee YON 
M Father prov'd to be a Thief, * 1 
And ſubtil, learned Eau er 
Buy Coke's Reports and Tricks in Courts. 
3H He did with Treaſure ſtore me, 
That T may ſay, Heav'n bleſs the Day, $4. 
My Father was born before mm.. 


Some ſay of late, a Metchant that 
\'Z - Had potten wary. of Riches, . 
In's Dining Room h nung up his H. 26 oe 
[ His Staff, and Leathern Breeches; .' 
His Stockings garter d up with Straws, . 
E'er Providence did — him; . 
His Son was Sheriff of London, "cauſe. 
Hi is Father was born before bim. 


80 many Blades now rant in Silk, 
And put on Scarlet Clothing, 
At firſt did ſpring from Butter- milk, 
Their Anceſtors worth nothing. 
Old Adam and our Grandam Eve, 
By digging and by ſpinning, 
. * db . — = 
Ihbeir radical Beginning. 


My F a to get my Eſtate, 
Tho' ſelfiſh, yet was ſlaviſn 
FY ſpend it at LAs Rate, 
And be as lewdly laviſh: 
From Madmen, Fools, and 1 he 4 


| nee receive 55 in 1 4 
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IF he did fo, WO, forbid, - "OY ba VI] 
; Bat I to lach would leave i. 1 


At Pla y-houſes und Tae Coart, Pts 
III prove a Noble Fellow: 

Pll court my Doxies-to the Sp 

Of O brave Punchinella: _ 

I'll drink and drab, III dice and lab. 
No Hector ſhall out- roar me; | 
If Teachers tell me Tales of Hell, 

My Father is gone before me. : 


Our aged Conde Morey have . a Meek i 
Us live by Rules and Reaſon, | 


'Cauſe they are marching: to-their a BT bg 


And Pleaſure? s out of Seaſon: - 


Pl! learn to dance the Mode of Traue, ne 


That Ladies may adore me; 
My thrifty Dad no Pleafure had, 
Tho? he was born before me. 


I'll to the Court, where Pen en 

Doth revel it in Plenty; 

T'll deal wich all, both great and ſmall, | 
From Twelve to five and twenty: "Y>7 

In Play houſes I'll ſpend my Da 1 

For they're hung round with Rackets SSR 

Ladies make Room, behold 1 come, 
Have at your cleanly Jackets. 
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Before the Urchin well could go, 
She ſtole the Whiteneſs of the n 
And more that Whiteneſs to adorn, - 
She ſtole the Bluſhes of che Morn; 


A 1 be COT þ 
it 6 19 * . „ 58 
Stele all he Sweetneſs Ether ſheds: TOTS 5 
On Primroſe Buds and Vi let Beds. 125 1 © 
Still to reveal her artful Wiles, _ FY ON een 5 
Sbe ſtole the Graces Aken Smiles, . 
She ole Aurora's balmy Breath, iti. 
And pilfer'd Orient Pearls for T eth; 1 1 
The e dipt in Morning —_— 7: 78 * 
Gave Moiſtore to her Lips and Hue. 1 


Theſe were her infant Spoils a Store, | 

And ſhe in Time ſtill "—_ more, 
At Twelve, ſhe ſtole from © m Hu Queen 

_ Her Air, and Faun eme. Mien; 
Stole Juno Dignity, and ſtole 15 


From Pallas, Senſe, to charm the Soul. * 3, 5 
| Pots 145 
Apollo's Wit was nent her prey; i f * 
Her next, the Beam that lights hs e Day; : 
She ſ ung—amaz'd the Syrens heard, | 
And to aſſert their Voice appear d; F 
She play'd—the Maſes from their Hill N 
Wonder'd who thus had Role their Shillo”) {4 of 1H 1 


Great Jove appror dt her Crimes, and 4 
And tother Day ſhe ſtole my Heart. 
If Lovers, Cupid, are thy Care, N 8 
Exert thy Vengeance on the Fair; — 
To Trial bring her ſtolen Charms, | 
| And let her Priſon be my * 
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Nor Knight in all the Land more fum ddl. 
Or more deferv'd Renown, _ .. oY # DAG „ 
. Thoughts on Honour always run, I; . | 
WY. He ne er could bow to Lovez 
No Nymph in all che Land had Chad e Fon 
His frozen Heart to move. . 
| Amongſt the Nymphs where CatÞrine came, COLT Ar 
The faireſt Face ſhe ſhews, | 
She was as bright as Morning Sun, IO 
And fweeter than the e 88 
Altho? ſhe was of mean Degree, „ 
he daily Conqueſts ins; „ 
For ne'er a Youth who her beh eld. 
Eſcap'd her pow'rful Chains. 
But ſoon her Eyes their Luftre loſt, 1 5 
ler Cheeks grew pale and wan, 
A Pining ſeiz' d her lovely Form, Sb 
And Cares were all in vain. hops 
The Sickneſs was to all unknown, ©. 3 +; 
That did the Fair-one waſte, \ „ 
Her Time in Sighs and af of Tes, 
And bloken Slumbers paſt „ 
Once in a Dream the oy atoud, „ 
Ol HN ²· m ITT TRIO 
O! cruel Fate! O wretched Maid! E 
My Love muſt ne er be known! ! „ 
Such is the Fate of Woman- kind, | C 


The Truth they muſt conceal, 2 
I'll die ten thouſand thouſand Deatess. 
| E'er I my Love reveal. : ni 
a A tender Friend that watch d the Fai airs : 
| To Henry hy away; 
My Lord, ſaid ſhe, we ve found the Cauſe 


8 Of Cath'rine's quick Decay. | . 
She in a Dream the Secret told, | „ 
5 Till now no Mortal knew: 3 4 
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